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EXPLANATORY. 

Fin-Beo begs to offer the reader a few preliminary 
words of observation. These Cupboard Papers 
are a series of observations and reflections on the 
art of living, which he has gathered in many 
places; and which, it will be surely conceded, 
have the best hope of being considered attentively 
just now. 

He who has seen humble and sagacious people 
living'comfortably on materials that represent some- 
thing very close upon starvation to an English 
poor family; and who has made the dismal contrast 
his study, in the hope that he might presently ob- 
serve upon it with profit to many thousands in 
these dear times ; now submits some of the lighter 
parts of his labours to all who have a desire 
to know the Thrift that secures Plenty in the 
end ; and, knowing it, to impart it to their neigh- 
bours who hunger through ignorance, rather than 
through poverty. 
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INTRODUCTION. 

EOITSSBAU'S ISLAND, GENEVA.' 

I WAS feeling one of my ^opal favourites/ as 
Thackeray called his much-beloved plover's egg, 
in the placid atmosphere of a club, when my 
mind wandered away — ^I suspect, by the waving 
of the trees that are the glorious background of 
our coffee-room — to Eousseau's Island, and to the 
talk I had there with a young and fervent ad- 
vocate of the city, to whom I had explained, in 
an ofT-hand way, the ideas I proposed to include 
in my Cupboard Papers. Leblond was a shrewd, 
hard young man ; secretary to half-a-dozen learned 
Genevese Clubs and Societies. He was an active 
advocate ; he was known to everybody ; he could 
draw up resolutions, counter-resolutions, and riders 
at a prodigious rate ; he had a bookcase or two full 
of reports ; and he was delighted at the prospect of 
being my guide, philosopher, and frieTvd tYaoroL^^ 
Genera. He had travelled twice to "LotvSlOW, ^\A 

B 



2 THE CUPBOARD PAPERS. 

two or three times to Paris ; was proud to show 
his acquaintance with a member or two of the 
Society of Arts and the Statistical Society, and, 
in short, liked London better than Paris. 

^ But,' said he, delighting in his command of 
our vernacular, * your Cupboard Papers will not 
go down there. Tou are a people of formalists* 
It will take you just half a century to alter the 
shape of your bread — which is often like dough, 
and out of which you never get all the possible 
strength. I am afraid all your preaching will 
leave thosQ horrid little cook-shops and coflFee- 
shops of yours just where they are. Do you 
think that in our generation you will ever set up 
new standards for servant-maids ? ' 

* New standards for servant-maids ! * 

* Tes ; schools for them in which they will 
learn something beyond the boiling of a potato and 
the roasting of a leg of mutton. Tou must teach 
them economy to begin with — such economy as 
you will see in practice behind the white walls and 
the green shutters (which, by the way, we owe to 
Bousseau) scattered among our Swiss mountains. 
Or, again, such regard for the master's interests, 
such identity with the family, as I am told you will 
still find in English and Scotch country places.' 

* Aye,' I interrupted, * and it exists in France, 
through all the levelling of their revolutions. 
Sainte-Beuve used to complain to his friends about 
his faithful housekeeper, in a very whimsical 

and characteriatiCy that is to8ay,'PT^iicAi,TrL^Ta:ifcT, 
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He used to go onee a montli to dine with the old 
profeasor of philosophy, who directed him from 
the lancet to the pen, and led him to the offices of 
the " Globe " — a famoua paper in his young time. 
The great critic never forgot tlie obligation ; and 
when the professor was in a sad plight both in 
fortone and in health, and was wheeled about in 
an invalid's chair, he still found the distinguished 
critic at his table. Only the critic sent the 
dinner — and even the plate^ — beforehand. It was 
the duty of Sainte-Benve's housekeeper to see 
the iplats and silver duly forwarded on the ap- 
pointed days. *' Pity," said Monday's " Causeur," 
pity the fate of an old bachelor, who lias a con- 
fidential, a devoted servant. The first month she 
ia simply the person who keeps your rooms in 
order; the second month she is your companion; 
the third j'our absolute ruler. She orders, and 
aaves you much time and trouble to obey 
her, without complaint. Not long after Jeanne 
came to me, I met her close to my house, and 
^aeked her where she had been. In a most re- 
spectful tune she answered ' I have been fetch- 
ing your plate from the bouse of Monsieur's 
friend 1 ' A month afterwards I met her in the 
same way, and repeated iny question. ' I have 
said she, ' to fetch away our plate.' 



I 

I 

\ 

would have been foolish to complain of the ' onr,*^^H 

since it left me, at any rate, half a share i^^^^| 

the contents of my basket. BefoTel'meW<3tl^^H 

H^iinf time I had lost all the awtVoT'A^' 1 ^'^^| 
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tended to have when I addressed her in my 
severest tones : * Jeanne, where have you been ? ' 
She was impatient at my intrusion, and replied 
pettishly : * It is of no consequence to you. I 
am carrying home my plate, which I was obliged 
to lend to your friend yesterday : he's no Mend 
of mine, I can assure you.' " * 

* Yes, yes, Jeanne exists in France, and in your 
English papers I often see advertisements of the 
death of a valued servant who had been in the 
family of Blank Blank, Esq., for forty or thirty 
years. But this is not my affair — my meaning. 
Such servants are only in the families of the rich. 
You may have a devoted valet or lady's-maid, 
but not a devoted maid-of -all- work ; and if we 
grant that the devotion is to be obtained, it is not 
accompanied by skill or knowledge. How can it 
be, my dear sir ? Your English wives don't know 
how to save, how to please their family with a 
variety of foods. To market they will not go. 
Now just look at the lady opposite, under the 
trees, with two children playing about her. I am 
sure she knows the market-price of everything 
that goes into her kitchen : she gives the most 
charming dinners in Geneva ; her apartments are 
models of good taste, and yet she has not the 
fortune to buy expensive things, or have a cordon 
lieu. She has just a honne for the children and 
another servant, whom she has schooled. Every- 
thing* is in order at home : the poUau-feu is lazily 
bubbling ; and she has come o\x\. \>o eix^cyj ^ ^Qv>.^\a 
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ibf tours with her work and the childreu. She 
■will put away the work to holcl the stipping-rope 
for them ; the maid is on terms of honest, human, 
respeetfol familiarity with her. In short, my 
dear air, she is a honjie mere de familln of our old j 
Genevese type. English mothers leave their J 
children very much to servants, in nurseries, 
ihools — in fact, away from them. I have noticed 
lat your young ladies — delightful companions in 
pleasure-hours and beautiful to look upon — are 
very helpless. Englishmen have told me that when | 
they marry, these demoiselles rarely know the ele- ' 
ments of housekeeping ; and this remark applies to 
the poorest as well as to the richest. Spendthrift 
kings and nobles make spendthrift burghers' wives 
and shepherdesses. It goes through the society 
as this rushing Rhone strikes through this lake. 
I suppose the English and the Americans are the J 
sast provident people in the world. The Ameri- 
,ns don't feel it severely yet ; because they have J 
ly amount of elbow-room. The West is their | 
iety valve, and will be for many a long day to [ 
e ; but England can only dribble out her poor i 
alow degrees, too slow to keep the home J 
luntry safe. She ought to be looking out for I 
iial economies of every kind ; at least, that ia t 
le idea of many of the members of our Utility 
Publique Societe. But, as I said, every Englis 
man ia a formalist ; and many of them are as 

Krond of their forms as Frenclimen ate (A We« , 

: i 
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'Yoa have seen some good examples of that 
at the M^tropole this summer/ I observed, * our 
friend Bloomsbury Baker, for instance.' 

* Monsieur Baker/ cried M; Leblond. *One 
minute. Monsieur Baker is a bit of a philosopher too. 
He has travelled with his understanding, as well 
as his eyes, open. In a conversation I had ynXti 
him, while you were at St. Moritz, he lamented 
very openly the absurdity of your great men who 
give up all their time to party, and leave the very 
comer-stone and fabric of your society to go to 
ruin. He agreed with me that this is the political 
vice for which some day you will pay very dearly. 
Tour politicians pass over the immediate— ^tiie 
home- wants of the people. They never look into 
them, and therefore don't understand their im- 
portance. Just see what horrible muddles they 
make when they come to legislate for the coster- 
monger, the cabman, the miner, or the people who 
buy their beer and spirits in your horrible puWic- 
houses. They even let the authors of public 
opinion go unrecognised. All their time is given 
up to what they are pleased to call " the great 
questions of the day," and they don't seem to have 
the least idea that, to use Luther's words, they 
heal the sores but leave untouched the ulcers. 
Cupboard Papers ! Cupboard Questions ! Do you 
imagine for a moment that Mr. Gladstone or Mr. 
. Disraeli would deign to study the subject of the 
V people^a food, and call a Baron lAebig «i\d the best 
eooks^ to their councils. They Aoxi't mojoco^ VfiJ^i 
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the respects in whicli the food or raiment of the 
people is deficient. They are not troubled about 
the requirements of the animal economy, the 
due proportions of fatty and albuminous sub- 
stances*' 

* Their only idea/ I intruded, ^ of a fatty sub- 
stance, I imagine, is the substance of which a 
bishop is made/ 

* But see how much good they might do, if 
they would leave what they call the great questions 
alone for a time; and devote themselves to the 
regeneration of your poverty-stricken population. 
They would encourage the people to live on the 
due proportion of animal and vegetable food 
which will keep the tissue repaired, and hold life 
in a high degree of vigour. They would, to 
begin with, create little open-air markets by the 
hundred. Bat what did they do, only a few years 
ago? In complete ignorance of the relation of 
the costermonger to the poor, they passed a law 
abolishing the only open market the very poor 
have ; and London would have been in a state of 
riot from East to West if that law had not been 
abolished or put aside. Am I right ? ' 

* Thoroughly. They . have in England gone 
from blunder to blunder. They have been build- 
ing great markets in London like the Columbia, 
and these have not been great successes. Why ? 
Because they are immense places for the wholesale 
trader to deal in. What they want are Ai\i\i\»"^ ox 

foziy district market 3 like those tlney "Vi-aN^ Vcl 
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Paris ; like the Temes, for instance, or the Qaay 
market at Lyons, or those you have here on the 
Place de la Pusterie, in the Eue de la Croix, or on 
the Place du Rhdne. You see the country men 
and women troop into the city on foot, or upon 
mules, or with dog-barrows or carts, each with 
the produce he or she has grown, if it be only 
a basket of the hard peaches they gather up yon- 
der in the hills for preserving, or a few pounds 
of the wild strawberries, or a chaplet or two of 
the delightful fungi the English call toadstools. 
The country shoemaker, in the same way, comes 
and lays his boots upon the flags along the market 
line. And all is cleared away before there is much 
trafSc in the streets.' 

* Yes, and the economy lies, my dear sir, not 
only in the immediate contact of producer and 
consumer — the producer paying a sou or two for 
his standing — but in the wonderful variety of 
vegetable substances we have, to gladden and in- 
vigorate the poor man, who wants, as the sa- 
vants — not the politicians — have taught us, only 
a little fat with his gluten. It has been proved 
that in the ordinary dietaries of English families 
it is a common practice to waste much animal 
food by an excessive consumption of it, and, at the 
same time, to waste vegetable food by not using 
the splendid abundance of it which nature has 
placed within man's reach. Now consider this. 
The English meat supply ib obtam<^d. ^t on enor- 
laoas cost Meat is the 4eare«fc ^«bT\» ^i \is»caasi 
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I dietary ; and yet it is that whicli is not only con-" 
Bumed in eseeas, but is even shamefnlly wasted in 
the preparation for this excessive consumption.' 
'On this,' said I, 'I have dwelt, until I am 
tired of repeating the old tale. The Englishman 
is not economical in any part of his domestic 
arraDgements, and he laughs, as you have heard, 
at every foreigner, as an inferior. Tho food he 
doesn't know, and couldn't prepare, is a mesa to 
him. Look at his fish supplies, absolutely thrown 
upon the soil when there is a sudden abundance 
of it, because at his fishing-ports he has no ready 
means of keeping or curing it till it can be dis- 
tributed among the half-stai-ved population of the 
towns ; and he has no kind of organisation for 
scattering it rapidly. He has about as mnch 
system as these swans that are begging at our 
feet.' 

»'I have often thought that we get much of 
.our order out of our Communal life. You see 
every man in the republic feela that he is a 
functional part of it. Onr self-government gives 
local dignity to every man. This he bears into 
his domestic and trade affairs. He himself is part 
of the law. See yonder board under the great tree ; 
upon it you will read that this garden, being for 
the enjoyment of the republic, is confided to the 
I care of the citizens by the Administrative Council. 
I In another garden I showed you, you wiM tcovctq.- 
I ber that the Bowers, being for the geneisA. eKio^- j 
ment, were placed under tlie piotecti-oiv oi ^^^ | 
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people. Now you remember the British style : the 
police warning, everybody and everything for- 
bidden, and everybody fined and prosecuted. 
The poor man who is forbidden, and is to be 
prosecuted, has none of that dignite d^homme 
about him of which the Frenchman talks so much, 
and which you will find everywhere among 
our mountaineers; he is without hope; there 
is no feeling in common between him and his 
rulers ; and so he is a shiftless and not seldom a 
shirtless man.' 

*I have never, in the course of my many 
wanderings in shady places, ever seen anything to 
parallel the dejection, shamefacedness, and hope- 
lessness of an English poor man.' 

* Look at this,' M. Leblond said, handing me 
the * Tagespost ' of Bern. * At the close of the last 
Session of the Chambers, M. Bremner, president of 
the National Council, received a box of ecrevissesy 
for distribution among the members of the assem- 
bly who had voted on the donor's side — or in 
harmony with his opinions — on some school 
question. The donor was probably the fisher of 
the ScrevisseSy a man who, while he cast his nets, 
remembered that he was part of the public chaser— 
not only a man to obey the law, but one responsible 
for the law. And there was no " loud laughter " 
over his gift.' 

* Exactly ; and take this island you have given 
Tip to Eousseau — making hiin face the Blue 

Leman and the white crown o£.'ML.OTi\>^^^^v^*^^ 
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the flashing arrows of the Rhone flying to the right 
and left of him ; as we sit here we may mark the 
simplicity and the harmony of fonv social rela- 
tions. Here are all classes ; one of the principal 
ladies in the city sitting on the same bench with 
a conple of vendors of Swiss carvings. About the 
open-air buffet, at the little tables, are people of 
fill degrees of fortune; and the master of the 
'.establishment sells ices to the ladies, and sausage 
and bread and beer to his poorer customers. We 
are sitting here taking our luncheon in the midst 
of them, in the shade of the greenery, paying not 
many sous for our Kulmbach beer and our jiawi 
fourrf; and all of us are thoroughly at our ease, 
and on dignified and honourable terms with one 
another. Because I have declined to buy a paper- 
knife with the Castle of Chillon on it, or to be- 
come possessor of one of your carved bears, the 
young lady in the broad hat who invited me to 
these bargains does not skulk away, as though 
she had been foiled in some shabby design. When 
the old workman just now remarked to me that 
Mont Blanc was showing herself amazingly to-day 
in the crystal air, his approach was full of polite- 
less and self-respecting dignity, giving me my J 
isitton ungrudgingly and at the same time holding f 

* We have much rougher people, I can assure 
M. Leblond answered, ' as I showed yon 
t night when we went up the dark. Yauea oS. t^^ 
ferh&Dgiag bouses of Oen&^?k, up fhe'&ae4.''2'TA«« 
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and thereabouts, to look at the gloomy birthplace 
of Jean Jacques in the Grande Eue.' 

Leblond was amused when I called the ancient 
narrow streets now given up to bric-a-brac, old 
iron, old clothes, old everything ; the light broken 
with overhanging roofs, massive black timber; 
doors opening upon dark interiors ; beer-shops of 
wondrous build ; ready-made pictures even to the 
prodigious hinges of the shutters, all shelving up the 
steep hill side — Leblond was amused, I say, when 
I called this poor quarter of the city a ^ splendid 
slum/ When we paused at last at Eousseau's 
low-arched door, in the dismal, ghostly old Grande 
Eue of tall houses, with here and there a flicker- 
ing light in an old-fashioned shop — I confessed 
that there was a shady side to the bright and 
brilliant Genf by which the Ehone darts the silver 
and blue arrows of its tide, and where the white 
lateen sails stand out like stars from the cerulean 
hues of sky and water. We paused before a car- 
penter's shop, with just a candle burning in it. 

*It was thence, you see, he fought, to this 
glorious spot, to live in bronze under the hand 
of Pradier,' said Leblond. ^ But to return to our 
subject. Your Cupboard Papers will not pene- 
trate — at least, this is my fear — the stubborn pre- 
judices of Englishmen and Englishwomen. I have 
told you, take Mrs. Boltt, and her genteel ew- 
tourage ; and what do you think they will have to 
Bojr about jour colonel's wife, ^ho N^aa a milliner? 
fViai will Mrs. Boltt's opimoii \>e, ^^^\tl, q1 
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Madame Barbizon? Mr. Boltt's reply to your 
stories of dinners at Amelie's will be that he, 
for his part, is not fond of dining in cook-shops. 
When, at Baden-Baden, they saw a colonel in full 
uniform step across the way and shake hands with 
the " person " who was carrying their trunks into 
the Hotel de Hollande, they had a subject which 
lasted them a week. It was not exhausted when 
they reached the Metropole. They travelled with 
Mr. Cook's tickets and his hotel coupons, enjoyed 
all his economic arrangements, and saved a 
good purseful of money through him, and yet 
did their utmost everywhere to hide their con- 
nection with the great administrator of modem 
travel. Why ? To their minds it looked grander, 
genteeler, to have wasteful spendthrift airs ; and 
to keep from their fellow-travellers the idea that 
they had the least regard for the cost of anything. 
Well, I say, my dear Fin-Bee, just try to drive 
into the heads of such people the virtues and 
thrift of my homely, hard-working and hard-living 
countrymen. I was with them for a day — for my 
sins — and I gave them up as hopeless. They 
laughed at the goat's milk and seltzer at the 
breakfast- table ; giggled at the tomatoes and 
fruit ; and wondered that the peasants should be 
admitted to the Conversation House, or allowed 
to drink the waters in the great drinking-hall. 
When we were coming down from the castle they 
laughed at a daintj girl who was cairjm^ ^ \?c^ 
of meringues to a ehdlet in the woods, cociflL ^cJt%^ 
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eacli other in the ribs when a little chefj tout 
de blanc Jiabille, passed, bearing a great gateau 
d^amandes for some family fSte. A plum-cake 
would haye been the piece de resistance at Chalks- 
worth — so, therefore, should it be, all the world 
oyer. You wiU preach in vain, my dear Fin-Bec. 
To console you, let us have another glass of this 
cool Kulmbach/ 

^ I am not so desponding, after all,' I replied ; 
' for I think that in the course of last summer 
I thoroughly impressed Mr, Bloomsbury Baker. 
And a mighty flock of sheep follow his bell, I 
am told. In any case, the cool Kulmbach will be 
pleas^mt — and here comes the steamer from my 
beloved Lausanne. She may throw a friend into 
my arms, who will be, des notresy at dinner.' 



xt/ 



CHAPTER I. 
pooB devils! 

*I CANNOT bear the way they live on the Continent. 
Messes, I call them.' 

This observation was provoked by the broad 
stretches of colouring vine that broke upon us as 
we sped through the rocky way of the railroad, 
between Bern and Ouchy. The hater of messes 
had been moved by the grapes to observe that he 
was of opinion that a Kentish hop-ground was 
more picturesque than a vineyard. They were a 
good British couple. 

We were travelling through the vineyards of La 
Cdte, along the Jorat range between the Alps and 
the Jura, and the sweet waters of the lake were 
lapping the roots of the vines, and casting diamond 
spray upon the ripening fruit. It was a rare day 
along the banks of the Leman. Not a film between 
us and the Alps, that stretched in white and purple 
glory into the deep blue of the sky. Lateen sails 
swept like snowy wings upon the water, and a gay 
packet waspuffing out of Evian opposite, makici^ 
for our side. In the vineyards, men SbXiSi ^omaxL, 
swartby with the £erce heat, were at -work., ^vsnxi^ 
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a last, loving attention to the grape, over which the 
leaves were reddening &st. Many a ttuveller re- 
members that all the beauty of Lake Leman, 
where the vines creep to its liquid fringe, almost 
from Geneva to the Castle of Chillon, bursts upon 
the sight on issuing from a tunnel. 

*Nor I. They wouldn't do for us. I don't 
say I cann't eat them for a week or two when Fm 
travelling, but live on them, ugh ! * The lady 
shivered expressively, as though some horrible 
proposition in the way of cannibalism or a train- 
oil regime had been submitted to her. 

The gentleman, being hugely satisfied with 
the emphatic verdict in his favour, grasped a 
bunch of alpenstocks he had held, beefeater 
fashion, all the way from the Federal capital, and 
leaned forward to substantiate his position. 

* Mary cann't bear them either, nor Anne — ^I 
mean our Anne.' 

^ Our Anne would be sure not to like them,' 
the lady observed with quiet firmness ; indicating 
hereby that none of her race could possibly dero- 
gate from the dignity of the family by liking the 
messes of the Continent, or even tolerating them, 
while one of the Dothems, the butchers of Chalk- 
stone, who had served generations of Anne's 
kindred, lived to cut a mutton-chop, or trim the 
lunday leg of mutton. 

* You deal with Cheathem now, don't you ? ' 
*The idea!' the lady exclaimed. ^EeaUy, 

Reginald, you ought to knoyi ^ik«i.\» TLCi^i^ox^^ 
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ever induce ub, nothing — after over forty years I| 
Why, tlie Dothems must have liacl thousands out 
our family. But you know that aa well as I do.' 
'Of course,' Reginald said, apologetically, 
lancing round the carriage to see whether his 
fellow-paBsengera were fully impressed with the 
•iignity of a family that had dealt with the same— 
"UtJ^her for over forty years. 

' You like omelettes, though ? ' Beginald i 
l^iired, in the manner of a man who, 
Senerosity of his heart, was trying to insinuate 
*»-H extenuating circumstance in mitigation of 
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V'^ntence upon an unfortunate culprit. 'YeSj^^^H 

^^^ou like omelettes, of course.' ^^^H 

^r The lady was not to be cajoled. She was IK^^H 

~ person of firm convictions, which had been ^^^1 

instilled into her, just as they had been instilled 

into her mother and grandmother before her. 

Chey were as much part of her as her back hair 

—possibly, more ao. They were part of the erai- 

Knt gentility of Chalkstone, and no more to be 

I out of a member of one of the genteel 

pt of that eye of the universe than the 

Mtone of the parish church was to be dis- 

tdged by a toothpick. 

' Omelettes ! I don't think there can be any 

[very strong objection to them.' The pale-blue 

[rave eyes of the speaker wandered quietly over 

ike vineyards, the lake, and the mountains, while 

Aie gave the subject her deepest coiia\dei:a.t\Qii. 

hBat John always says h.% doesn't Bee " ftifi -^xift!"' 
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(as he calls it) they have over English fried eggs, 
after all. Omelette, too, is vexy diffictilt to 
digest.' 

^ There you are right/ Reginald caught at 
the objection, and, while he described an imagi- 
nary pattern upon the carpet with the point of an 
alpenstock, continued : ' John sees straight through 
things. Still, they can do an omelette in a way 
that we can't touch.* 

' Perhaps it's as well we can't, for the waste of 
butter is positively wicked. Our next station .is 
Lausanne, I think? ' 

Reginald sought his guide-book, and compared 
it with the name of the little vine and flower-covered 
station at which we were drawing up. Satisfied 
with the correctness of his book, the punctuality of 
the train, and with the record of the exact number 
of miles yet to be traversed, he turned his back 
on lake, mountains, and vineyards, and searched 
his mind for another diverting topic, appearing to 
have an idea that he would find it in the empty 
lamp-socket in the roof of the carriage. 

^ You don't see much good fruit on the Conti- 
nent,' was the bright result of his exploration. 
* Indeed, I call their fruit flavourless. And Boitt 
is quite of my opinion.' 

^ John is a judge,' said the lady, naturally, the 
gentleman being, as it subsequently appeared, her 
husband. ^ He rather likes their melons/ 

* Bless me ! ' responded Eeginald ; * he never 
told me thai. But, of couxae,"yovvVEkw?» ^Nft 
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melons, they can't help their being fine ; they 
grow in the fields like swedes, or mangold. You 
see them lying in heaps upon the pavements. I 
bought one for two sous at Lyons, and took it up 
to my room at the hotel, and we ate it all to our- 
selves/ 

*Tou greedy creatures !' was the playful re- 
buke to the beaming Reginald, who was quite of 
the opinion that he had said something uncom- 
monly witty, and presented himself to the com- 
pany in the light of a supremely knowing 
one. 

* With a little brandy from my flask, and part 
of a roll which Anne — my Anne, I mean — ^had 
saved from the breakfast, we made quite a cosy 
lunch, for two sous — a penny ! ' 

* I am afraid not a very wholesome one. At 
what time do you lunch now ? Since we've moved 
into our new house (yon know John has bought 
it outright ? ), and we are nearer John's oflice, we 
lunch every day at half-past twelve, as the clock 
strikes.' 

Reginald was strongly interested, and, by a 
series of questions, elicited from the lady the 
further information that John still liked Cheshire 
cheese as much as ever, and was very cross one 
day when North Wiltshire was put upon the table ; 
that it was very difficult to^get exactly the black 
crust John liked from the baker; that Qi\i<^^'^^ 
remained at about the same price at C5h.aXk«»toTL^\ 
and that John 'a eldest hoy — ^being a lad. o? exVx^** 
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ordinary discernment — was as fond of Chesliire 
as his father; which made, altogether, a yeij 
diverting and sprightly narrative for a company 
of strangers, who had travelled many hundred miles 
to gaze upon Lake Leman, and were now gliding 
along its shores, on the loveliest day of a brilliant 
summer. 

A Spanish lady and gentleman who were in 
the carriage with us drew between them a trim 
square basket, daintily tied with black riband. 
The gentleman untied the basket, and then left 
the lady to operate. 

The senora unfolded a white napkin, that sent 
a cool perfume as of sweet herbs through the 
carriage, and spread it upon her knees; then a 
second, which she spread upon the knees of the 
gentleman. Then some silver knives were un- 
folded. Then two bright goblets appeared. In- 
tense excitement on the part of Beginald, who 
answered every movement of the senora by an 
exchange of glances with his relative. Then a 
delicious bunch of grapes ; two or three kinds of 
breads — ^the croissant^ the brioche, the pain-gruaUy 
&c. — a cake or two of Coloniale chocolate (the 
chocolate, let me tell the fastidious reader) and a 
little Bordeaux. 

Beginald shrugged his shoulders, raised his 
eyebrows in pity, and muttered, ^ Dear me ! dear 
me!' 

That was a luncheon* What possible good 
could it do the benigbted co\x^\e NSi\io n^^x^ ^osa^. 
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Vto consume it ? Bread and grapes ! Why, thej^^^f 
■were actually mtmching chocolate and bread ! '^^^ 

lak 
ler ^ 



■were actually manching chocolate and bread ! 
Eeginald's relative pulled her -watei-proof cloak 
about her, aud drevr down the ample folds of her 
blue veil. She seemed to fear that the ignorauct 
was catching. 

' Did you ever see such a lunch as that before P t 
Keginald presently whispered. 

The lady pressed her lips together, and witlvj 
intense conviction replied, * Never.' 

' They do make such extraordinary combina- 
tions. Just think of this — roast kid served with 
stewed greengages ! I actually bad it the other 
day at Cologne, or Mayence, I forget which. But 
chocolate and bread for luncheon beats me, I 



» confess. And, look, they seem to be enjoying it«.^^^J 
Quite their usual lunch, I've no doubt,* ^^^| 

' ' Yes ; but you must remember, Keginald '""^^^^l 
the gentle lady's heart was filled with pity — ' you ^^^^ 
must remember ; you have been accustomed all 
your life to the very best English living. It 
strikes you as very dreadful, of course. But J 
look, the French gentleman in the opposite* 
corner doesn't seem to think it in the least degreov 
strange.' V 

Reginald observed the Trenchman, and recog-l 
□ised him as the passenger who at the buffet hac4 
taken a glass of ordinaire and water and a cake,« 
and who had observed that, thus fortified, h 
^jhould last to the journey's end. ' It ■wt)Xi\.4.ii"t ? 
Hbir ns/ BeginaJd reflected. 'I ■wondex ■wVi.bX.5^ 
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would say to a cake of chocolate and a roll for 
his luncheon?* 

John's wife put on her most scornful expres- 
sion, and vowed that she was afraid to think what 
the consequences would be if she were to put such 
a luncheon before him, under any circumstances. 

* They seem to enjoy it, and are as merry as 
troutlets,' Reginald observed, after having given 
a few minutes to minute watching. * Actually, 
they seem to enjoy it.' 

*It's their ordinary way of living, you may be 
sure,' the compassionate lady of the family that 
had enjoyed uninterrupted dealings with one 
butcher for over forty years, observed. * I dare 
say chocolate is meat to them.' 

^ But think of putting water with that wine ! 
It must be abominable ; I find it difficult to 
manage, pure.' 

' I never touch it,' said the lady. 

The train drew up at the Ouchy station, and, 
while a trim girl offered the passengers who 
were continuing the journey to Geneva, baskets of 
fruit, John appeared, to help his wife out of the 
carriage. 

^ Reginald and I have had such fun, John,' 
was her greeting ; ^ seeing some Spanish people at 
lunch.' 

* What do you think of those for luncheon- 
hampers?' Reginald asked, pointing to the 
baskets of fruit. ^ Awfully heavy, n'est ce 
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* Poor' devils ! ' was Mr. John Boltt's sole but 
significant rejoinder. * I hope they've got bottled 
beer at the Beau Eivage, that's all I can say. I 
could drink one of Mr. Bass's vats dry.' 

* If they haven't, as you say, Boltt, " poor 
devils ! " ' chimed Reginald. 
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CHAPTER II. 

AT table-d'h6te. 

In these days there are plenty of people who are 
ready to pronounce on the syllabub, the instant 
their lip breaks the nearest bubble of the froth. 
They are judges of all vintages ; are familiar with 
every vine-slope from the Pyrenees to Fontaine- 
bleau, and would not yield in opinion to the 
oldest taster of the Halles aux Vins. No joyous 
wine-dealer by the banks of the Garonne has 
their familiarity with the many qualities of incom- 
parable Bordeaux. Institutions come as easily 
to them as eggs ; they apply their learned spoon, 
crack the shell, and approach their infallible nose 
to the yolk. It is bad or it is good. I and you, 
diflSdent souls ! have been endeavouring to work 
by study and experience to a just decision ; but 
they jump over our backs, and beckon to us to 
follow. They approve or disapprove, after a morn- 
ing's stroll, the fabric of a thousand years. 

A constitution is as open to their instant 
understanding as a washing-bill. They look upon 
a range of Alps as familiarly as a market-woman 
handles a roj^ of oniouB. "Yoax ^^^"e&L ^wSJOa. ^;:^^ 
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f cf the terrible vastness of a crevasse ; to them itj 
is a convenient place where they usually lightj 
their cigar. Mont Blanc is their Gipsy Hill, andfl 
statesmen and ambassadors and princes are, to;l 

tihem, just capital fellows to chum with. 
There are people, again, who will not be taughL 1 
Their mind is made up and bolted at all points. J 
Nothing on earth would induce them to receivel 
the smallest additional parcel of knowledge. They ■ 
are intellectual all-in-aUs in their family and ' 
among their acquaintance ; and their familiars 
pity the benighted wretch who is foolish enough 
_to differ from them. They knew it would rain ; 
K|3iey were prepared to hear the down-mail hadf 
Hron into the fire p.m. from Birmingham ; they had 'I 
given poor Brown, who died yesterday, exactly 
the span of life he ran, to half an hour ; and 
baJO meters and thermometers are superfluities 
wherever they take up their quarters. Not that 
they have ever studied, or travelled much. Un- 
yielding dogmatism is their moral backbone. 

fc'S\l& two gentlemen are of British growth. The 
sitter is, shall we say, a Lancashire man ; the 
ormer, an unmitigated child of Cockayne, and 
they are both in the habit of appearing at 
table-d 'botes on the tourist lines of the Continent. 
I came upon them, among other places, at that 

E)ss between a railway-station, a booking-of&ce,j 
d an hotel, the Metropole at Geneva. 
One man, who knew everything, Xxew 
once. It was John Boltt, fortimate ^^yi 
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of the lady whose family had dealt with the 
Dothems of Chalkstone for over forty yei^brd. The 
table-d'hote was just over, and he had settled into 
a conversation with a tourist opposite, who was 
quite familiar with the Kaiser Wilhelm, and could 
drop in on Bismarck, whenever he felt inclined, for 
haU an hour's chat before dinner on the destinies 
of Europe. Eeginald was an enraptured listener; 
and Mrs. Boltt, like Pauline Deschappelles, hung 
upon the honey of the eloquent tongue of her be- 
loved John. Hers was genuine admiration, poor, 
narrow little soul ! but what were the two con- 
troversialists-in-chief thinking of each other, while 
they boasted and laid down the law, talking at the 
company who still lingered at the tables with their 
toothpicks? Mr. Boltt pronounced the dinner, 
in his elegant, gentlemanly way, to be a series of 
makeshifts ; to which the friend of Kaiser Wilhelm 
and dropper-in on Bismarck repUed, with equal 
taste, that when Boltt had had his experience of 
the tables of the world, he would be better able to 
adapt himself to the diets of the nations, the 
repasts of the races ; to the substantial steak of 
the Teuton, and the light lark of the Latin. Mr. 
Boltt had not the smallest intention of adapting 
himself to anything. He observed that it wbb not 
likely his tastes would ehange, and hinted that he 
would take care they should not. Any change 
•rom perfection is deterioration. The cockney, 
rho was, let me note, a traveller and an observing 
o:an^ curled Ms lip, and gVancefli xoxoA^^^akSiV^ 
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' replied that argument was thrown away upon a 1 
disputant who avowed that he was not open to 
reason. He maintained that the dinner waa— 
well, not a good one, judged by a London or Paris 
plub standard, but a wonderful advance on any 
general dinner ever served in hotel or restaurant 
in the British metropoha. 

(* That I deny,' waa Mr. Boltt's rejoinder. 
'That is, you refuse assent to my assertion, 
don't know that your refusal annihilates it. I 
m not sure that it weakens the authority of it.' 
* I say that a cut from a joint, a bit of fish, 
_nd a tart, is a better dinner than all this gastrCM 
nomic tomfoolery which lasts nearly two hours, 
ajid leaves a man of healthy appetite almost as 
hungry as when he began.' 

Mrs. Boltt and Reginald exchanged glances of 
admiration. , 

' The whole of it,' Reginald timidly interposed, i 
' doesn't come up to a good English joint.' 

*It is not so wholesome, at any rate,' Mrs. 
Boltt simpered, haJf afraid at the sound of her 
own voice, in the presence of the oracle John. 

Mr. Baker (I saw his name afterwards — 
Bloomsbury Baker — sign-board size, upon hia 
portmanteau in the hall) smiled and softened his 
voice, a lady having entered the lists. *As for 
3 wholesomeness, the highest authorities are in 
bvour of less eating, that is, less substantial and 
i greater variety, than in England. "Fotc raaWTvcft, 
■i'iget such a salad ' — it waa Komaiue, 
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Baker was right— -^ as we had just now^ in all 
London.' 

^I'll mix a salad — ^with — with anybody in the 
world ; I don't care who he is/ said Boltt. 

^ To yoTir liking possibly/ Mr. Baker replied. 
^ But does that dispose of my question ? The 
salad you would make, the . Spaniard and the 
Frenchman would hold in abhorrence. Not a 
single Genevese, I take it, would put his lips 
to it.' 

* That's because they don't know what a good 
salad is, and we do.' 

. Both Mrs. Boltt and Eeginald took this to be 
a home-thrust on the part of their oracle, and 
laughed outright. 

^ You have a good audience,' Baker presently 
continued, quite unabashed, glancing with a quiet 
eye through his last glass of Burgundy; *but I 
hold to my opinion, and your remark confirms it 
very strongly in my mind. Here, or in Paris — 
nay, go almost where you will on the Continent— 
and you will find a good salad all the year round, 
for something like twopence, because, in the first 
place, the French, the Swiss, the Germans, the 
Italians, and the Spaniards, have a score of whole- 
some, nay medicinally valuable, plants or growths, 
of which they make use in their soups or salads, 
and which we throw away, or leave to rot in the 
fields.' 

^ Sorrel, you mean, I suppose,' was Mr. Boltt's 
contemptuous observation, -sOoiG^v ^^^a wx^got^/^ 
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by a wry grimace, dutifully and lovingly drawn by! 
his wife. 

' Among other things, yes ; and a very whole- ! 
BOme plant.' Mr. Bater took no notice of the 1 
lady's shudder. ' I was in the marlcet this morn- 
ing, on the Place de la Fusterie, having a talk 
with the country-people, and looking after ray 
morning peach, which I eat regularly as I watch 
the rushing of the Ehone under the bridge ; when 
one of the women waa good enough to point out 
to me the many varieties of her stall, down to 
what you would call her basket of toadstools. 
These, you know, our learned men have taught us, 
approach like salmon, in nutritive qualities, to our 
English beefsteak. Ton are aware that they have 
inspectors of fungi in Rome P ' 

'Inspectors of fiddle-sticks ! ' was Mr. Boltt'a 
superb rejoinder. ' I suppose our toadstools are 
part of the precious food we waste ? ' 

' Undoubtedly. Then again, we take no trouble 
about growing mushrooms. Why, under Paris, , 
there are mUes of mushroom-beds.' 

' In the catacombs, I suppose,' quoth the vrit 
Boltt, while Reginald rubbed his hands in his de- 
light at the victory of his oracle. 

* Boltt's a trifle too strong for him,' 
^whispered to Mrs. Boltt. 

^ft 'I have met the inspectors. I have eaten | 
^■frenty varieties of fungi — toadstools, as you £ 
^BUeased to call them — and I was very sotiy \-aftj&ft 
^mo Bee that there were none for dinner V>-3.^-3, 
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there were large quantities in the market this 
morning.' 

' I think I should have been obliged to leave 
the table/ Mrs. Boltt observed. 

* Ladies/ Mr. Baker gallantly responded, * are 
permitted to have prejudices ; but we men, it 
appears to me, are bound to examine for ourselves. 
It is a good many years ago now since Doctor 
Barham dedicated his book on Esculent Funguses 
to the Bishop of Norwich, because its chief object 
was to furnish the labouring classes with whole- 
some nourishment and profitable occupation, and 
his lordship was distinguished from all others, as 
the doctor said, by recognising the claims and 
furthering the interests of the poor.' 

^ A queer way of feeding the poor ! ' Mr. Boltt 
saidf, a^ little more quietly than usual. Was Mr. 
Baker getting too strong for him ? 

*And yet/ said Mr. Baker, *itas the clergy 
wht3' have been foremost in what I presume you 
would call the toadstool movement. Perhaps you 
remember a very popular book that came out a few 
years ago called something like Contributions to 
Natural History, mainly in relation to the Food of 
the People ? ' 

* Never heard of it,' was Mr. Boltt's answer, 
given as though he were for ever establishing the 
mediocrity and poorness of the volume. 

* We have some thirty esculent fungi which our 
poor fellows who go home every night to dry bread 
or a mesa of porridge, "kick m^i^^i^^feVt\lOckTi^^ 
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W ' They may be poorly off and underfed, sir '— tJ 
tere Keginald took comuge to interpoae — ' bui 
you'll never get them to feed on fungus.' 

'At least let us hope not,' Mrs, Boltt said iJt'' 
support. 

' A charming dinner— toadstools for meat, and. 
Horrel for vegetables ! ' Mr. Boltt threw in, setting 
the little audience in a roar. 

' Tou couldn't have anything much better in 
this weather,' the calm philosopher from Cockayne 
went on, * than a dish of the bright yellow fungi 'I 
saw a woman selling in garlands this morning at. 

»the comer of the Rue dea Allemands. She was a. 
perfect picture, and I wish some English artist — 
■ay Mr. Frith — would paint the fuugus-seller fer- 
tile next Royal Academy. She was hooded in the 
charming white cap, with a red kerchief and short 
blue skii't ; and slung xipon both arms were 
threaded fungi of a rich yellow brown, which she 
sold readily, I can tell yoti ; for the jjeople here 
know something more about eating than chops 

tand ateaka, and potatoes and cabbages.' 
'I wish them joy of their knowledge,' was Mr^ 
Boltt's benevolent remark. 

' You have good reason to do so, sir. By their 
knowledge, they live handsomely on what our 
thriftless labourers would call a starvation wage. 
Don't we see in the papers everyday that the 
ploughman of this county and of that can get 
only a bit of bacon hy way of meat-, \,\iaA, \^\ca 
tildrea grow up, miderfccl ; tliat i\\G ■w\iO\e laR*. 



I 
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is deteriorating 9 At the same time we know that 
in Kent, for instance, flonrishes the very finest and 
most nutritions of the esculent fungi, which would 
give blood, and bone, and muscle to the cow- 
herd and his brats, and is destroyed and thrown 
into the road by the ignorant farmers. Teach 
the farmers — they are to blame; their servants 
have never had any opportunity of knowing any 
better.' 

^ How would you have them eat the delicacy? 
The more it was disguised, the better I should like 
it, for my own part.' It need hardly be added that 
this was Mr. Boltt's sally. 

Mr. Baker was not a man to be moved from his 
point or purpose ; and he was f uUy equipped with 
authorities. * It will mince alone, capitally, it will 
double the nutritive value of a fricassee. A vol- 
au-vent of it is magnificent. But, as a dish, in its 
native majesty, with a little bacon, butter, and 
pepper and salt, it would not disgrace the stew-pan 
of the proudest cordon-bleu. We have a mush- 
room, too, of which you can make delicious 
fritters ! * 

* Beignets de toadstool,' muttered Eeginald in 
the lady's ear. 

^The Eomans have a prejudice as strong as 
yours,' Mr. Baker said, turning with cool severity 
upon Eeginald. ^They look upon our common 
mushroom — the only one we eat, with horror and 
ietestation, and it is flung into the Tiber by the 
napectors. The moreV agaVa\ ^^ \m^t^ V^ ^ss^ 
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pay a high price for it ; yet when we find it in our 
own fields we destroy it. But, as I told you, I saw 
this morning, in the Place de la Fusterie, and in 
the market streets round about, ascore of varieties 
of food which are never seen iii an English market, 
which are wholesome and nutritious, and which 
grow abundantly in onr fields — -nay, occasionally in 
our hedges.' 

* Well, sir,' Mr. Boltt said, rising, and deter- 
mined to break up the sitting, before his fame ss 
an oracle could be further weakened by Mr. Baker 
(whom he described afterwards in the smoking- 
room as ' a well-informed person from London ') — 
* well, sir, I hope the people of England will never 
be reduced to a diet of toadstools and weeds. 
They may be, as you say, underfed — though, on 
another occasion, I should like to go into that 
subject with you; they may be ignorant, though 
I have yet to learn that familiarity with fungi 
comes under the head of learning ; they may be 
degenerating, though I never saw the foreigner 
who e^uld stand up to a Northumberland farm lad. 
But you will excuse me if I decline to believe all 
your doctors, and professors, and inspectors, be 
they Roman or Parisian, who tell me Englishmen 
don't know what's good and what's bad, and can- 
not put upon the table any day, ay, and in any 
Bpwn in the three kingdoms, a more wholesome 
^Ktd satisfactory meal than this table-d'h6te, with 
^n menu, and dab of ice pudding, and. its -avQMW!!.* 
^b« k la. this, that, and the other.' 

L 
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^ I should like some tea, John,' said Mrs. Boll 
as this triumphant Briton led her out of the sail 
a-manger. 

'A demi-tasse,' said Mr. Baker to the het 
waiter, who had been listening pityingly to tl 
conversation, ^ and let it be very hot. Yes, ai 
a kirsch ; you have it good here. At any ral 
your Evian eau de cerise has the real cher 
flavour.' 
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CHAPTER III. 

A FLEMISH MARKET. 

EouND about the famous Antwerp blacksmitli's 
masterpiece in iron, wrought without the help of 
a file, some four hundred years ago, there is chat- 
tering and chaflFering under the square-cut Flemish 
hats and the prodigious lappels, very much as there 
was when Quentin Matsys set up his trophy in the 
great market-place over the well, crowning it with 
Antigon's hand, cast by Salvius Brabon, where he 
now stands in unyielding iron. Antigen levied 
black-mail upon great frequenters of market-places 
in the time of Julius Csesar. 

His chubby fist pressed against the well, a 
squat little Flanders lad is trying on a pair of 
Sunday boots, having taken his feet out of a sabot, 
that looks very much like a neglected fourpenny 
loaf. Antigon, the wicked giant, who cut off the 
hand of any unlucky merchant in the market- 
place whom he detected attempting to evade his 
tax, has no terror now for the smallest boy, but is 
reduced to the level of a cardboard guy, to be 
carried for popular sport about the ancient cite^ otl 

great holidajrs. He may look his fiercest iTO\IL^2iCL^ 

»2 
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eminence where the stout muscle of Quentin 
Matsjs placed his hand ; but the market-place is 
quit of him, and of the scores of bowelless tax- 
gatherers who appeared in market-places long after 
him, to levy black-mail upon agriculturist and 
artificer. 

And yet the spirit of Antigen has not been 
driven quite clear of this most ancient city. The 
idea of a poll tax seems to h'nger in many a modem 
Flemish mind, and especially in those of the 
modem gentlemen of the genteel Berghem and 
St. Laurent quarters, who loftily direct the open- 
ings and closings of the exhibitions; and sagar 
.ciously cover the masterpieces of Eubens in the 
cathedral and the churches, while the faithful are 
at prayers, that they may come in the show-hours, 
when there is one franc to pay. The cathedral, 
surrounded with markets — by the egg and fowl 
market on one side, the boot and shoe market on 
another, and the spacious Place Verte on a third 
— is full of the surrounding spirits. It is the 
market-place of Eubens' genius, where a peep at 
his wares costs a franc. William Geefs' statue of 
Antwerp's greatest citizen has been set up in the 
midst of the markets (probably as an advertise- 
ment), between the open exchange and the alleys 
where the prodigious bouquets are sold. 

But marketing is everywhere. It stretches 
away from St. Anthony's Hotel through the Place 
Verte, round the cathedral, and up all the dark 
find tortuous streets tiiat U^^L-asi^cj % Xs^ ^Qcl^ Q.^aQal 
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au Fromage, tlie Pont aux Tourbes, the Rue de la ^^| 
Musette Bleue, tJie old Bourse and the English I 

Bourse, the Bue da Fagot ; and it broadens all 

I 



over the vast old Place of the Town Hall, flanked 
by the quaint, elaborately ornamented corporation 
houses, the drapers', the coopers', the masons', the 
joiners', the grandest of them all ; and with the 
highest cathedral tower in Europe for bactground. 
Over the extraordinary area of huctstererSj the 
sweet bells ring out lively passages from 'Martha* 
on the summer morning. It is seven o'clock, and 
the bargaining is at its height all over the Places, 
and the length of the winding streets. The 
market carts are drawn up in rows ; the dogs, who 
have bmught the milk to town, are lying panting 
in their heavy harness, while their mistresses 
dispose of the cream and butter; the heavy country 
jokels, with their whips slung by the thong round 
their necks, are hugging the beer-shops ; and the 
countrywomen, in their becoming lap pels, or 
crowned with the old Flemish hats, are doing a 
little humble marketing on their own account, 
with the vendors of combs and mirrors and poma> 
turn, at a few sous. 

The Place Verte presents the prettiest picture. 
tt is surrounded by groves of trees, to begin 
'ith. By these groves are two hues of white- 
looded country carts, the horses in the shafts, and 

'ore each animal a mound of freah-cut clover. 

ley are ranged as regularly as troops oii '^&'nA<! 

" le contemplating the trimnefia of tkie BXtaa.! 
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ment and the dazzling brightness of the scene, Q 
perceive a mountain of flowers moving out of a 
side street towards me. Presently I catch sight 
of two feet paddling nnder the mountain, and 
discover that this is the startling way in which 
cut flowers are carried to market at Antwerp. It 
is simple, and thoroughly sensible. An immense 
perforated frame, light as a bubble, is spread 
before the bouquet-builder ; and as she binds her 
flowers, she drops them in the rows of holes, the 
mountainous nosegays taking the central places, 
and forming the pyramid. The floral Alp complete, 
a lad can carry it easily to the Place Verte, upon 
his head^ 

The groves of the Place Verte serve as a 
market-place for the flower-sellers of Antwerp ; and 
there is no prettier sight within the boundaries of 
this town of abounding pictures, and happy sur- 
prises of Flemish and Spanish tricks of light and 
shade and colour, than the stalls under the trees, 
massed with rough branches, ponderous nosegays 
(a yard and a half in circumference, I measured), 
and dainty bouquets, with a butterfly fastened in 
the centre of the sweetness. The flowers in pots 
are of all sizes, and the variety is extraordinary. 
Fuchsias nearly six feet high ; the dearly beloved 
oleander laughing with bud and bloom, and 
icattering its fi-agrance far and wide ; the golden 
hafts of the sword lily ; the sentimental myosotis 
which we English never grow in pots) ; pink and 
"irmtion; gigantic marguetitea, ^'Ojv «,«.\^s^e. 
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and full as Juno's ; superb shafts and plumes of 
variegated grasses, which the market-women hold 
in a stately way. With green leaves and boughs 
for roof to such a market, the buyers and sellers 
vying with each other in picturesqueness of cos- 
tume, and Eubens' stately figure towering in 
bronze in the background, the observer who has 
ordered an anchovy, an omelette aux rognons (and 
hopes it may approach the perfection of that dish 
at the Moulin Rouge in Paris), a peach, and a 
little Deidesheimer Riesling, to reward him for 
his ramble, may say that he has opened the day 
on a pleasant picture. 

The importance of the opening of the day well 
is not considered in my country. I am not sure 
that it is in Switzerland^ or Germany, or Prance, 
or Belgium ; but then in these countries the open- 
ing is good, as a rule. People are out into the 
open at once. The streets are alive directly 
people are awake. Everybody gets a taste of 
fresh air betimes. The Frenchwoman trots out 
at six for her milk, for the coffee, — and for the 
roll. Indeed, this is the rule everywhere. The 
Continental milk purveyor stations herself under 
a gateway, or on a Place, or at a street corner, 
and her customers flock to her. They are 
active and merry in the fresh morning air. And 
their masters, too, are abroad, hours before the 
British man of business has put aside his morning 
paper and sappers, and got clear o£ \3[ie \)xe?M*du^^ 
parlour. Observe the difference "betvieexi \Scifc ijaaax 
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who has stolen half an hour on the breakfast-time, 
and has been sniffing and weeding about his gar- 
den, and the members of the household who have 
come direct from their dressing-rooms to table. 
The latter are flabby and gloomy ; the blood has 
not yet got beyond a crawl through their veins ; 
whereas he who has been hustling the roses, and 
picking the snails from the wall, is as bounding as 
a sand-buoy. 

The scene on the Place Verte before eight 
o'clock in the morning is delightfully inspiriting. 
Doctor Primrose, who was always a lover of happy 
human faces, would have lingered here to the end 
of the market. Even the old crones and the worn- 
out men who beg, are not down-hearted. The 
market-folk chatter so cheerily, they appear to be 
doinof business for the pleasure of the thing, under 
the vivifying influence of the sparkling air. Not 
that they are to be moved by any consideration to 
a sentimental bargain. They are born soldiers of 
the centime, and every day fight the gallant 
battle of the rouge Hard toughly. A transaction 
in a pot of forget-me-not is conducted with sur- 
prising spirit. The purchaser is an old gentleman 
of military aspect. What can he want with myo- 
sotis ? you wonder ; but he does want it, and this 
badly, to judge by the vehemence -of his manner in 
bargaining. You see there is a difference between 
the buyer and seller, of two sous — an entire 
)enny ! You would, as a stranger observing the 
ontention, imagine that t\ie\>\v5et V^^ ^i[^saasL^\:QS^ 
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closed a, mortgage of the eeller'a 
turned the seller's bedridden mother into the 
Btreets. The storm rises and falls ; the Spartan 
seller closes his arms and shows his back; the 
martinet buyer shrugs his shoulders to express 
his contempt, deposits the flower-pot in its place 
between a pink and a marguerite, and is moving 
o£F; when the seller, with the air of a man sud- 
denly yielding to a soft impulse — as a holy feeling 
of pity, for instanoe — tells his enemy to talre the 
flower. The bargain ended, and the forget-me-not 
nodding under the old man's arm, the enemies 

» laugh together. 
The business is much more serious in the 
Canal au Fromage, behind the cathedral, albeit 
the flower-buying is as much part of the markets 
ing in Antwerp as selecting the salad, or obtain- 
ing a pan plentifully endowed with cream cheese. 
Stacks of birch brooms (they are wonderfully in 
request here) and brushes, piles of hen, pigeon, 
duck, and rabbit coops, enormous baskets of fresh 
eggs, and stands of creamy butter in wet leaves 
that were picked this sunrise, line the narrow 
streets. You can hear the Babel of buyers and 
sellers in the cathedral, while you stand before 
the green cloths that cover Rubens' awful canvas. 
People come through the cathedral from the Place 
Verte to the real business of the market day. 
What fun the battle of life seems to be! Thi 

E9S of the townsfolk are beaming, ttiew Voii^ 
wagging mertilj, and everybody is 
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terested in his neighbour's bargain. I ventared^ 
Y^ith some timidity, to open a little transaction in 
greengages, having made up mj mind to haye 
just a half-quarteron of them in a shadj spot I 
had noticed in the Square of Flowers. While I 
applied my fingers to the bloom on the sotl cheeks 
of the fruit that had tempted me, I perceived that 
a country girl had fixed her eyes upon me. In 
another moment an idle lad peeped over her shoul- 
ders, a honne leading a bouncing Flemish boy 
came upon the other side, a workman smoking a 
prodigious black pipe paused behind the fruit- 
woman, a soldier shaded his eyes from the sun, 
and stood at ease to observe how the little matter 
would end. Of course I gave the woman the sum 
she asked, amid the contemptuous smiles of the 
audience ; because I was anxious to cease being 
the observed of twenty observers in so trifling a 
bargain. But I had no reason for my embarrass- 
ment or ill-temper. My position as purchaser of 
fourteen greengages (haK a quarteron) was solitary 
when compared with that of a lady who presently 
opened negotiations near me for the purchase of a 
barn-door cock, whose rich plumage had seen better 
days, and whose air of gallant misery, while he 
was being passed round that a general opinion 
might be offered as to his weight and consequent 
worth in sous, marked him for the Don Quixote of 
some wild poultry-run on the banks of the Scheldt. 
The gaunt, hard-featured, hungry-looking lady 
who held him by the wingB, \XieiTv\i^ \>aa\^^^Hias8s^ 
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thmst lier bony fingers round his gorgeous throat, 
and peered into his proud eyes ; who screamed 
her price at the countryman who had drawn the 
bird out of the coop for her iuspection ; and then, 
while he was going through the byplay of scorn 
and anger at the lowness of the offer, took counsel 
of the excited bystanders, and passed Chanticleer 
round again to have his breast pinched and his 
spurs examined anew; this leading lady was an 
old performer in the Canal au Fromage, and able 
to hold her own with the most ..turbulent old 
butterwoman on the Grand' Place. After an ex- 
citing contest, the noble bird went for two francs 
and twenty-five centimes; and the purchaser re- 
ceived the congratulations of the bystanders, 
while she was hanging the prize on her arm by a 
string tied about his ancient shanks, and the 
countryman was carefully depositing the money in 
his leather pouch. 

At hand stood some demure young damsels 
in a row, their lappels severely drawn upon their 
rosy cheeks, holding pigeons in their hands, the 
wings threaded in their fingers, much as Spanish 
dancers hold castanets. Delightful studies for a 
painter. But then these lie at every footstep. The 
Flemish equivalent of our Cheap Jack who spreads 
a carpet in the road, and casts his dazzling rubbish 
in wild profusion under the eyes of the country- 
folk, is the dispenser of poetic justice, a friend 
whispers in 'Fin-Bec^a ear. And liovj so*? 

^ When aJl these cunning f arm-£oVk \iaN^ ^^^ 
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all their bread, and eggs, and poultry, and vege- 
tables, to the last black radish, and the ultimate 
lame chicken ; and have driven bargains as hard 
as the drumsticks of that venerable cock that 
is now on his way to a stew-pan for his sins ; 
they are drawn thither by the glitter of this rogue's 
boutique a deux sousy and are taken in with spoons 
that melt in warm water, and bottle-green, look- 
ing-glasses, that give paralytic twists to the gazer's 
features. This dirty old cloth, with the man's 
faithful cur for beadle and usher of the court, is a 
bed of justice ; and yonder comes, rolling along, 
the old woman who cheated you in the greengage 
transaction, for punishment.' 

I remark that the cooks who are on the Grand' 
Place, vigorously treating for vegetables with the 
morning dew upon them, when their British sisters 
are still reposing in British attics with not the 
smallest idea of entering upon the final forty winks 
before rising, carry metal market baskets, or pails 
tapering to the bottom. When I add that these 
are often painted green without, and a warm or 
very fair tint within, I shall be excused, by the 
English reader at least, for observing that they 
cut an odd figure to English eyes (and mine are 
almost naturalised by this time — your beef is so 
good) in a market-place. But they are very sen- 
sible pails. They keep the produce which is de- 
posited in them cool, they are always clean and 
sweet, and they are not as heavy as that wicker 
fortress in which the Anglo-SaxoxL \is5vsl%^V\1^ ^\^ 
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W often carry a. buncb o£ turnips. The bearers of 
these mflrket pails ore exquisitely clean, their faces 
shins and beam, their caps dazzle. Sturdy and 
brisk withal, they collect the day's dinner, the 
materials for the soup, the carrots, tnmipB, herbs, 
leeks ; the salad, of which there is a dozen 
varieties ; the fruit, still warm with the sun's 
kisses ; the butter straight from the dairy ; the 
eggs direct from the henhouse ; a black radish for 
hors-d'cevvre (delightful with mustard, oil, or 
cream, and vinegar) ; a dish of new curds sweet- 
ened in cream for the children ; and are trotting, 
_ gossiping, and laugbing on the way home before 
■ Monsieor leaves for bis bureau, and that is at 
I eight o'clock at the very latest. 
^L Bread also is sold in the market, from tilted 
^Kearts, and this country baking is stout wheaten 
B^fixHl of the wholesomest description. While I 
» stand watching the weighing of it, and enjoying 
the cool, mealy odour that comes from the hand- 
ling of it, a soldier steps over from the smoky 
little guard-house of the H6tel de Ville, and buys 
a lump, with which to eujoy a feed of the popular 
fromage a la creme, which he carries in a cabbage- 
leaf. I shall have a great deal to say on bread 
presently. 

The best proof of the thrifty way in which 

this bright and busy crowd on the Grand' Place 

lives, lies in the economical soup, a soup com- 

_ poeed of meat and vegetables, whicb.i.adva^'riJcTOSft^. 

D the indigent at the rate of eiglit centiiaeaa.^ 
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say two farthings a quart. He who desires to 
know how domestic economy may be practised, 
and the kind of lessons which our wasteful people 
want just now, more than any of the School 
Boards are likely to give them, should explore the 
God's-houses here, where the aged and infirm are 
cared for ; or take a round with one of the little 
Sisters of the Poor, kindred of those heroic women 
who travel about London in their little green carts, 
collecting the scraps from comfortable tables to 
feed the old men and women they have drawn 
from bare garret or cellar under their holy roof. 
But the demand for the economical soup, which 
gives all the necessary elements of food to 
the human being, is prodigious ; this I know. 
I had earned my omelette. 
In the courtyard of St. Anthony's Hotel a 
Scotch family were assembling, one by one, to 
breakfast at a round table in the open air. Thus 
far they had conformed to Continental prejudices, 
but not an inch farther would they go. They were 
in solemn committee on the bacon which had been 
served to them. Could it be called bacon at all? 
Was it bacon like that Macpherson sold at Aber- 
deen ? was it even as good as MacSawney's ? The 
feminine chief of the party, with a toss of her 
head, bade her gudeman to take his seat, and just 
be content for the moment with what God had sent 
him, and return thanks it was no worse. The worst 
was — my omelette aux rognonsy cooked to a turn ! 
I was ready to make a B^TYt\^ w^otL^Stifc ^'smc^^ 
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but it was too late ; the gudeman with a sweep of 
the spoon had taken two-thirds of it npon his 
plate, and in an instant I heard him burring over 
it that it was nae sae bad ; but honest eggs and 
bacon were better. 

That family will clamour for cock-a-leekie some- 
where about Bingen. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

DINING WITH AM]^LIE. 

At Janodet's. A filet of sole with mussels, a 
cutlet Italienne, half a partridge aux chouxy and a 
parfait — with some of the cheery host's excellent 
Bordeaux. The addition, nine francs five centimes. 
Change out of a twenty-franc note : five-franc 
piece, a two-franc piece, two pieces of one franc, 
two pieces of fifty centimes, and one sou. Now, 
why is this change brought to me? It is the 
result of perfect order, in the minds of master, 
dame de comptoivy and waiter. 

I hope the reader has observed by this time 
that these Cupboard Papers of mine are a random 
series of observations I have made on eating and 
drinking, and cognate subjects — in many places, 
and sometimes under extraordinary circumstances. 
To-day I am at Stockholm (where, by the way, I 
once ate a delectable fish pie, at the end of a 
dinner to which one of the ministers did me the 
honour of inviting me), next week I am in Brussels, 
or London, or before a dish of ferraz, by Lake 
Leman ; or assisting at the crowning of the pump- 
iin of the jesLV^ among ITafe pVYa\^aA\fc's» — ^ trifle, 
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fc may be, too muscular in the elbow — of the Halles 
Centrales ; or conducting the dissection of a Tork- 
hire pie in my Fin-Becquerie at home. But 
wherever and whenever I have made notes, be sure 
'. have had some fair object in view. It has 
[enerally been the instruction of my poor fellow- 
ountrymen in the art of living both reasonably 
rnd with refinement. Why have I taken notes, 
!or instance, of my dinners enjoyed under the in- 
telligent auspices of Amelie? and why did I take 
3ie trouble to make a memorandum at Janodet's, 
jylien most people would have given themselves up 
Schelly to the task of digestion, and looked idly 
3at of the window, at the fallen fortunes of the 
Rotonde, where so many of us have enjoyed the 
idmirable coffee that was brewed there before 
Baron Haussmann took Paris in hand? Now, I hear 
the clinking of the ti'owels where they are cobbling 
ie empty shell of Prince Napoleon's palace 
[Chevet's window hard by, let me interpose, has 
Jlowed none of its glories to pale, though who 
buys that prize fruit, and those quails and plovers, 
md trout, now, I cannot make out) ; and the 
Jrowd round the band and the fountain are dis- 
persing tamely with patches of mourning upon 
nany of them. 

Well, I see in the change lying before me the 
olution of a problem that has been puzzling the 
eads of writers and talkers, and travellers 
enerally, for manj jears past. 

^Whjr, sir/ Mr. BJoomsbury "Bakex oVi^erq^^^ 

E 
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OTer an execrable caricatme of a voUau-vent, 
which with laadaUe enteipiise he has insisted 
upon haring ont of his kitchen at Merton in 
Sorrej; 'why, sir, is it not possible to dine in 
LondcMi as yon and I dined one day on the Bonle- 
Taids — at the Dtner de Paris, for instance; and 
at the same price? The materials are as cheap 
— ^the fish and flesh cheaper — ^in this conntrjr. 
We haye some places where yon may dine at so 
mnch a head ; bnt, ngh ! Think of the pasty 
entrees, the leathery fritters, that greasy mess 
they call an omelette. What salads ! Bless me, 
a French concierge wouldn't pnt his lips to the 
best of them a second time. Why can't it be 
done ? ' 

Let me entreat Mr. Baker to remark the change 
for twenty francs that lies before me. It is the 
result of orderly minds, all acting together. 
Observe that Felix, the waiter, who has just 
brought it to me upon a shining plate, does not 
wait and leer about in the mean fashion of his 
British confrere, but is briskly off to serve the 
other guests. He has carried through his plan of 
change, and he leaves it confidently to be worked 
out. You see I have a sou, ten sous, twenty sous, 
forty sous, a hundred sous before me. I cannot 
leave one sou as the indication of my approval of 
the manner in which Felix has served me, nor can 
I get off with the excuse that I have no small 
change. I must give him 'ten ^o\]l^« Then, again, 
I may be in o, geneioua inoo9L%\ xaa^i ^xi!S^\ai 
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idea of a milord, or, better still, I may be an 
American, or, best of all, a Wallachian, or a 
Moldavian. Giving himself full advantage of 
every probability, lie has made the change handy 
to every mood of the foreign diner. An English- 
man, if a milord, might give a franc, a spendthrift 
American two francs, a Wallachian or a Moldavian 
five francs. 

Now, all Monsieur Janodet's arrangements are 
of this methodical kind. Each detail has been 
profoundly pondered. The morning's marketing 
has been transacted with that system — become 
second nature — which underlies all French com- 
mercial operations. All classes fall in with it, 
understand the complex * correspondence ' arrange- 
ments of the omnibuses (which failed utterly in 
London, because the conductors could not keep 
accounts on the steps of the vehicle as the French 
conducteur will, gossiping the while), are patient 
members of a queue to see the last bit at a 
theatre, or to subscribe to the new loan, and sit 
content in the horrible salles d^attente of the 
railways. 

The charm of French order is that its rules 
don't jump to your eyes. You see the swan upon 
the water, easy, majestic, white as a summer cloud, 
but you are never permitted to catch sight of the 
dingy shanks that are paddling underneath. The 
service of a French dinner, like the Queen of S^^m, 
hasnolegs. This ease upon profoundly ixieSL\\.^W 
order, ia & delightful quality to be enjoyeflL ^^•S.oxu 

B 2 
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save in Paris. At the great Swiss hotels, where 
three or four hungry tourists sit down to dinner 
in the season, at the Bemehof, or Beau Bivage, 
for instance, there is order, but you see the springs, 
you mark the drill, you hear the word of command. 
A man of military aspect stands at the end of the 
room, and watches his army of waiters defile along 
the tables with the soup. Then he retires to a 
side-room, to which his troops follow him at the 
tinkling of a bell. They are ranged in files, and 
at a signal each takes up the dish of fish placed 
for him ; another signal, and they pass out in line, 
each to his exact spot, at a table where he is to 
begin serving. In the rear the commandant 
returns, and watches keenly the evolutions of his 
troops. And so on to the end of the dinner, to 
the crude pears and peaches, and the Huntley and 
Palmer biscuits, which are served for dessert even 
in the best hotels, in cities that display in the 
market-places the most luscious fruits. The drill 
is too evident, the march of the men is too for- 
mal; in short, the machinery shows. It is ex- 
cellent, it might be copied with advantage even 
from the coarser models of Switzerland, but it is 
not that ease with perfect order of which Felix 
^s a type, nor deftly-regulated insouciance which 
prevails in the establishment of which Am^lie is 
the favourite attendant. 

Let me premise that Am^lie is a fairly edu- 
cated young lady, of "Noxm^xL ^L^^^ci^xifc^ I fancy, 
^bo has agreed to put aside, NSl^vV^a^2a^i^x«al^^^^^ 
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fripperies of fashion, and to wear a pretty white- 
spotted net cap, white linen sleeves and apron 
over a dark alpaca dress. Neat as ninepence 1 
She is full as neat as tenpence. But she has no 
touch or air of the coquette. She is bent on 
laasiDeitB, with a pencil tied to her girdle, and the 
section of tables to which she is told off, freshly 
laid out before her. Her customers are econo- 
mists, who know what is good — a very difficult 
company to cater for. She has a vast amount of 
responsibility on hand, what with her accounts 
■with her guests and her settlements with the 
comptoir. She knows the price of everything, 
can recommend the best tish and plat of the day, 
has a happy suggestion for the flagging appetite, 
and can pick out everybody's stick, umbrella, 
parasol, or hat. Her movements are swift, but 
noiseless. I never saw her drop a plate, or spill 
gravy, or get the least bit in the world out 
of temper, with all the head and hand work she 
has to perform by the hour together. 

As you enter A m^he's, a person, dressed 
severely, like a valet, presents you with a slip of 
paper upon which the plat, the liora d'ceuvre, the 
fish, the wine, the dessert, vegetables, serviettes, 
ice, bread — all the separate elements of a dinner- 
are printed with prices attached. Against each 
item ia a ruled space. This paper is placed upon 
the table beside you. 

Am^lie brings you the carle du jour in. a littl 
le and obserrea that you loot "weW o.^\fit -jw 
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coontiy aunt, and that it is too bad of you to have 
gone away for a fortnight without telling her. 
This, not said in the least coqnettishly, but as a 
pleasant introduction to your little conversation as 
to dinner. 

* Some good melon to-day/ says Amflie. *Tes, 
and the veau Marengo is excellent — you shall 
have a hon morceau ; v^^ell, with tomatoes au gratin, 
and some grapes, you will have eaten well, if you 
have no great appetite.' 

As Amelie brings the dishes, she makes a 
mark upon the slip of paper — on the platy or fish, 
or vegetable line, as the case may be. In this 
way she will wait upon twenty guests at separate 
little tables, without the least hurry, or the most 
distant approach to a mistake. Tbe diners are all, 
or nearly all, Parisians, and mostly of the middle 
class. They all know what a good dinner means : 
and there is a peremptory return of any item 
served to them that is not up to their standard of 
fair cookery. Old gentlemen are very fond of 
dining under Amelie's auspices; and they are 
grateful when she pets the caniche that huddles 
under their chair. Amelie is a favourite with her 
own sex ; for she will be at great pains to coax 
the appetite of any lady who cannot decide upon 
a dish. The dyspeptic are her peculiar care. 

The establishment is comfortably fitted up; 
he tables are white marble. I repeat, the cook- 
^S is decidedly superior to that of an average 
ab/e-d^226te, and good meii ie«ca\. \» ^'i tl^ht and 
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left of you. Now let ns look at my account on 
two occasions when I was accompanied by Petit- 
BeCj a young gentleman who gives promise of be- 
coming — well, never mind. I intend to leave him 
my blessing, and something else into the bargain, 
when I die. Here is our first account : 

Serviettes 10 centimes 



Glace k rafraichir 


. . 10 „ 


Bread ..... 


. . 20 „ 


2 melons (superb slices) . 


1 franc 


Veau Marengo (2) . 


■ • 1 » . 


Tomatoes an gratin (1) 


. 30 centimes 


Glace, vanille (1) 


. . 30 „ 


Grapes .... 


■ • 40 „ 


Pe^ach (a noble one, with sugar) 


• 40 „ 


1 bottle of Bordeaux (a sound wine) . 1 franc 


Total . 


. 4.80 centimes 



I handed the paper with Anielie's marks upon 
it, to the severe person at a desk by the door ; 
four sous to Am61ie (if I gave her six that has 
nothing to do with my contention, since none of her 
customers, except milords, exceed two sous a head 
35 her gratuity), and stood on the boulevards, not a 
stone's-tbrow from Brebant's, with Petit-Bee, the 
P*ir of us having dined for five francs. 

'That experiment, sir, must be tried again,' 
quothPetit-Bec to me some days after our first trial, 
or rather after his first introduction to Amelie. 

^ A la bonne heure!^ Amelie chirruped, bring- 
ing our bread and serviettes. ^ You are going to 

^i she said authoritatively to me, ^ Bome^ fe^^ 
Bariiwsjr/ . 
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Grilled they are very good — a.s they have il 
at Biarritz and thereabouts. Well, what was 
bill Am^lie made up for us that day ? 

2 Soup— p&te d'ltalie 

1 Sardines, grilled . 

1 Lobster, Bemoula de (Petit-Bee 

can never pass it) 
1 TSte de veau, vinaigrette 

1 Roast veal, potatoes 

2 Macaroni an gratin (excellent) 
1 Confiture of apricots . 

1 Grapes .... 

2 Serviettes (some of the old gentle- 
men tie up theirs, and save the 
daily roU) 10 

2 Breads 20 

Bordeaux, one bottle and a half . 1.50 



40 centimes 


30 


)) 


75 




50 




50 




60 




20 




30 








Total . . . .5.35 centimes 

Amelie received thirty-five centimes in t( 
of our content ; and so we made our dinner 
francs fourteen sous, whereat Petit-Bee was le 
observe that we miust draw in. 

*Now, why can't this be done in Londc 
confess I should like to know?' Mr. Blooms 
Baker observes. * It does seem to me to be 
posterous that with all the appliances and m 
about us ' 

* Pardon me, dear friend/ I interpose. * 
we haven't all the ways and means. Don't 
lee that we haven't got Amelie, and we haven' 
Felix. We are deficient in what a reno'^ 
waiter once described aa da^JikAi^'sA^* ^Y\va 
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ciency is everywhere — in our homes, in our want of 
markets (two more have just been ordered in Paris 
as I write), in car slatterns of house-wives. Only 
think of a public dinner in London ! All the waiters 
Wrangling and getting tipsy with the drainage of 
the bottles; tumbling over each other, swearing 
in whispers behind your backj obliging you with 
^n aper^u. of the dinner in a succession of spiUings 
"Upon your coat ; serving the caper-sauce — caper- 
J>abte is nearer the mark^witli the haunch of 
Xnutton. Only think of these things, my dear Mr. 
^ater, and then ask yourself why, to dine with 
^melie, I or jou must go to Paris ; or to enjoy a 
table-d'h6te we must travel to the banks of Lake 
Xeman. We want chalk-heads among us, as the 
famous waiter observed. Instead of flaimting, 
impertinent barmaids, we want AmiSlie's sistei-s, 
-who will buckle to their business in aprons and 
caps, and not make eyes at us while we are con- 
sidering whether to-day we will eat kidneys 
brochette.' 

I* We waste most, and we want moat. I have 
travelled very much ; I stick to that,' said Mr. 
Baker. 
'Yes. But think what would happen at 
Janodet's, if some afternoon you took off Felix, 
and the rest of his servants, and obliged him with 
half a score of British waiters.' 

' He would go mad ! ' Mr. Bloomsbury Baker 
Baid, dolefully. 

And I think he would go mad, I confea'a. 
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CHAPTER V. 

MADAME BARBIZON'S DINNER. 

Heine reflected in a Tyrolese market-place, when 
a plantureuse Italian fruit-woman, against whom 
he hustled, responded with a shower of figs : *It 
matters very little how a friendship is begun, pro- 
vided it is made.' It matters little how we get at 
our subject, provided we reach it, and get a firm 
grip of it. It matters not how I happened to be 
asked suddenly to dine with Madame Barbizon, 
who dwells in the Cite du Couch ant, by the 
Boulevard de Eochechouart, where the lamps are 
still slung across the street as in the good old days, 
when YOU had a fair chance of being brained on 
your way home, just for the price of your body 
fished from the nets of St. Cloud. It is one of 
the picturesque old quarters Monsieur Haussmann 
has left; and it is packed with unfashionable, 
thrifty, sagacious people, who sally forth from it 
respectably dressed, on inconceivably small in- 
comes. You see old men crawling up to their 
quarters, with their day's provisions in a little 
basket. A veteran, possibly of the Grande Armee, 
^tops a marchand dea quairQ saxaous, \ft lavi^ a 
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bouncing tomato for one sou. M^nagferes, in their 
caps of snow, crowd round a stall of artichokes. 
The rotisseur of the neighbourhood does a roaring 
business, as will be presently seen. A lady of 
dignified mien ha« a pLy roU in her hand. A 
man of solemn aspect is not ashamed to be bearer 
of a tin of potage, and the complementary mate- 
rials of a dainty repast lie in the recesses of his 
pockets. It is the quarter of the pennyworths; 
the buyers being light-hearted bearers of light 
purses, who, when forced to the attics by evil 
Fortune, only turn upon her and tell her she has 
perched them nearer the orchesti'a of the larks. 

The Cite is a wonderful place — a long yard 
full of chickens and children. Opposite Madame 
Barbizon's is a carpenter's shop of fantastic build, 
and near it the inevitable wine-shop, where on the 
very flimsiest pretext Hector of the saw is ever 
ready to drink a canon with a friend. What would 
Mrs. Boltt say to this court, with its rattling 
laughter, shrill songs, cock-crowing, screams of 
children, hammering and sawing? Would even 
Boltt persuade her that respectable people dwell 
in the houses from which the oil lamp is sus- 
pended? Mr. Boltt would probably dismiss it as 
a cut-throat lane ; but if he could be brought to 
regard it as a place where prudent, cultivated 
people, of the smallest means, dwell in comfort, 
would even his eloquence and fame bring Mrs, 
Boltt to tolerate it for a moment ? 

I mnnk not I believe that no aTg;v\meT\\»N^o\i 
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induce her and her co-genteel people of Chalkstone 
to regard m j dinner with Madame Barbizon, and 
the manner of getting it together, as anything 
less than shocking in each and every particular. 

Madame Barbizon is the widow of an of&oer, 
she is soundly accomplished, and is accustomed to 
the society of the ceremonious old regime. Circum- 
stances have driven her to the Cit6 du Couchant; 
that is, her fortune has dwindled to a pension of 
some thirty-five pounds a year, and a little money 
which she earns with the music publishers. She 
may have seventy pounds a year — ^all told. Is she 
cast down, and does she fret her heart away, think- 
ing of the prosperous dajs that are no more? I 
never saw a merrier martyr. Never did evil for- 
tune meet a more defiant look. The first reason 
is, that she is not ashamed of being poor ; because 
she has not the least idea that she has lost caste by 
losing money. She receives in her little cupboard 
of a salon, with all the ease and dignity of her 
happy, happy days. Many friends have fallen 
away from her ; and she tells you gaily that she 
has put a cross against their names, and will think 
of them no more. It is conscious virtue and cold 
mutton with her ; only, being a Frenchwoman, she 
finds fifty forms for the mutton. Mrs. Boltt in 
her position would mope in a two-pair back, and 
drag on to the grave on rice-pudding. Madame 
Barbizon has a dining-room, a salon, a bedroom, 
ante-chamber, and kitchen, all of the smallest 
pToportiona. It is a doWa \kom^. Xwst^^t put 
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r it all in a good British nursery. But it ia the 
prettiest toy in the world, with here and there 
remnants of the ancient glories of the Barbizona. 
Madame has no servant, only a woman who calls in 
the morning for an hour to do the rough work. 
Tou ring and Madame opeua the door. Were she 
mistress of the robea, she could not have more 
dignity. At the same time, were she twenty, and 
tripping upon flowers, she could not he livelier. 

^She is frank aa to her narrow means, but only 
for a laugh together over her generalship in defeat* 
ing poverty. 

'In short,' ahe aaid to me one day when we- 
had discussed the difficulties of life in these dear 
days, ' you shall dine with me to-day.' 

' To-day,' I cried j ' but do remember, madame, 
it is nearly six, and I should disturb your arrange- 
ments. Your dinner must he nearly ready; no, 
no ; another day, if you will permit me the honour.' 
She laid her hand upon my arm, and answered ; 
'To-day it shall be, since you are not engaged. 
There is some soup on the fire — you like ossiUe 
soup ? K so, I think I shall please you. But 
lon't be afraid of a little trouble, I must go out, 
' We will go together,' I suggested, ' 
'Of course. I shall want you; and you will, 
jam how the lonely woman lives. To begin withj 
on see I carry a haaket ; but admit that it is bte» 

A white napkin was folded withia it. 

'Ba ! the bottle ! ' said Madame, as "WQ "W 



t 
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leaving. We entered the Cit6, carrying the 
basket hi&n ddstinguSy and the black litre bottle, 
which we left at the wine-shop, with dii'ections 
that a full bottle should be sent up to Madame's. 
The return of the bottle was a saving of three 
sous ; the price of the litre of wine was eighteen 
sous. We now made direct for the rSUsseur^s. It 
has been observed by a profound gourmet that a 
man must be bom rStisseur ; it is a gift, not an 
acquirement. And surely the performer in the 
Eue Lepic, before the twelve feet of fire, was bom 
to his vocation. Two or three horizontal spits 
were turning under his generalship, bearing fowls, 
turkeys, and geese by the dozen, to say nothing of 
some half-dozen joints. The scene was a divert- 
ing one. A large, dark room, half given to the 
exhibition of the uncooked poultry and meat, the 
other half to the vast fire and spits, and to the 
crowded counter, where a buxom woman was sell- 
ing the succulent viands and birds hissing hot. 
The rStisseur also entered into negotiations for any 
of the birds on his spits. Madame Barbi^on, 
making her way through the crowd, asked Mon- 
sieur the value of one of the poulels that was 
turning and crackling before the scorching fire. 
She pointed to her choice with her umbrella, 
whereupon the rotisseur fell into an attitude, and 
observed that he could not possibly let it go under 
three francs and a half. Madame Barbizon found 
that tibia would not \)e an ^^«iXL\A><g^Q>\3L% invest- 
ment, and tried liard to obtain wicAJast\reA. ^^^ 
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the spit. ' That,* exclaimed the rotisseur ; * I paid 

three francs fifteen sous for it in the market. I 

can't let it go under four francs. The other, for 

^hich I ask three francs and a half, cost me three 

francs five sous.' 

While the debate was proceeding in the hurly- 

toriy of the crowded shop, one of Madame's 

Neighbours was heard to agree that he (he was a 

^ell-dressed gentleman) would take half of a superb 

^ttioking goose that lay upon the counter. Madame 

turned sharply round, and her practised eye fell 

^pon the noble bird. 

' Tou take half ? ' she said, addressing herself 
cornposedly to the gentleman, while the shop- 
^^xnan, in white sleeves and bib, was preparing to 
^l ve the goose. ^ And at what price, monsieur ? ' 
* At three francs and a half, madame,' was the 
r^I^ly, made as deferentially as though Madame 
w^x^ in the salon of an ambassadress. 

After a brief consultation it was agreed that 

th^ire was no better bargain before us ; and in a few 

'J^iiiutes the goose was rolled in the white napkin 

ft^d deposited in the basket Men distingue; and 

'''f^ left just as a little lady in black silk, also bear- 

^8 a basket hien distingue^ tripped in to know 

'''liether her fowl was ready. 

*In a little quarter of an hour, at the utmost,' 
qooththe rdtisseur^vfiih great respect touching his 
^bite cap of of&ce. 

*Ha> the cheese I' said Madame B^x\i\ioTL% 
^ we tamed ba^k into the shop oi roaata. TViet^ 
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we entered into formal negotiations for the half of 
a Oamembert cheese. Madame did her utmost to 
get it for seven, but the shopwoman stood firm at 
eight ; and at this price it fell into the basket him 
distinguS. 

Opposite the rStisseur's was the fruiterer's. 
It was one of those admirable shops in whicb 
fruits, salads, cheeses, butter are so artisticallj 
disposed as to tempt the most fastididus ; designed, 
in fact, for such customers as my hostess, who are 
not above being bearers of their own market-bafl- 
kets when they, like the shop, are Men distiriguk* 
Here we bought two apples at one sou each, and 
three or four pears ; grapes, ten sous. * Dear 
me ! ' said Madame, * I was going to forget my 
potage ; * and she asked for a quarter of a pound 
of butter, eight sous. We then turned to the 
salads, and bought an escaroUe and fines herbes 
for four sous. 

* We are nearly complete,' said Madame Bar- 
bizon as we tripped along the busy Eue Lepic, 
where scores of people of the middle class, in their 
Sunday clothes (it was Sunday evening), were 
gathering their dinners, making up their menus 
as they saw how the market of the day lay. 

^Now I dare say. Monsieur Fin-Bee,' said 
Madame Barbizon, looking archly up into my face, 
' this way of living seems very strange to you — 
(take care of my goose) — but I am obliged to 
stadf every sou ; and I can tall you I am making 
a grand seigneur of yo\i. 1 ^«ii^ «»M 1^"^ ^'s^j^^ 
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eye caught sight of a slice of galantine that lay 
"Upon the buffet in my thimble of a salle-a-mari'ger. 
Tou know I'm sans fagon with you : well, if you 
hadn't dropped in to honour me with your com- 
pany, for which I can never thank you enough, 
that slice of galantine and my soup, with a bit of 
Brie mayhap, would have been your humble ser- 
vant's dinner. And a very good dinner too for us 
Women. If you have taste and discretion you can 
always thank God, dine, and pleasantly, for a few 
sous.' 

I observed : * Madame, you are quite right. 
Your galantine, your good sorrel soup, with a 
pinch of vermicelli instead of bread if you want to 
oe grand, some good Brie, or country cream cheese 
Smothered in white sugar for dessert, a sound, 
light Bordeaux, with water fresh from the spring, 
is a dinner a lady or gentleman may make for a 
trifle over a franc any day.' 

* Do take care of my goose,' said Madame, 
observing that I was emphasising my remarks by 
jerking the basket Men distingue. ^ If you're not 
good you shall not carry it a step further. But 
jou are right ; and nobody knows it better than 
the little body who has the honour of addressing 
JOU. Adversity is not such a bitter school as they 
say ; but you must be a good pupil.' 

' Said like a brave little woman,' was my an- 
swer ; for I really admired the lady at my side, 
who managed to laugh so heartily over \i^T T£i^%'i^ 
of porridge. 
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As we turned into the Cit^ du Coucliflnt 
loaded, Madame popped her head into the wine- 
shop, to beg them to send her litre up at onee. 
We had reached the first landing of our ascent, 
when my hostess turned upon me with a mock 
tragic air, and exclaimed : 

^ Malheureux ! We have forgotten the bread.' 

I protested that I could run for it ; but the 
little housewife would suffer no interference with 
her prerogative. We hied to the baker's together, 
where she selected, with a delightful gravity, the 
two finest rolls of the collection, and I carried 
them. 

^ They will flour your gloves a little,' she said, 
' but you will survive that.* 

I was unloaded in the saUe-a-mangeVy and then 
ushered into the salon with the injunction that I 
would be good and quiet for a quarter of an hour. 
Before the quarter had expired, there was a ring. 
Madame Barbizon called to me from the kitchen 
to do her the pleasure of opening the door. It 
would be Jules or the wine. It was Jules, Madame 
Barbizon's nephew, a dandy of the new Jockey 
Club school, who treated me with much ceremony. 
Madame introduced us from the kitchen, telling 
Monsieur Jules to be exceedingly amiable to his 
uncle's old friend, and hers, Monsieur Fin-Bee. 

*And, par exemjpUy Madame called j&om the 
cuisine, ^you stop to dinner. I will take no re- 
fusal; you may run away directly after, if yon 
please. We are going to fes^tX^ka ^tox^^^^ 
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Another ring at tlie bell. 

* Mon hon JvXe%^ cried the hostess, ^ I cannot 
leave my soup ; be good enough to take the wine 
in/ 

The gandiuy taking in the litre of small wine, 
was a picture. He tried his hardest to look 
amused, and at his ease ; but I believe he could 
have thrown the contents of the bottle in his aunt's 
face. He would have given a small bank-note to 
get away from our modest entertainment to some 
wicked little engagement at the Cafe Anglais ; but 
he dared not offend his clever an(J independent 
little aunt, who was what he would have called 
^ first favourite ' with his father. So he pulled off 
his grey gloves, and hung his shining hat in the 
dark cupboard, which was the antechamber, and 
resigned himself to sorrel soup, and our conversa- 
tion. 

It was a merry little dinner. Menu: potage 
oseille vermicelle ; galantine ; oie rati ; salade ; 
Camemhert; fruits. Monsieur Jules was asked, 
with a wicked pleasure, to change the plates, while 
the conversation travelled over the scores of Men- 
delssohn and Eossini, and the vagaries of Wagner ; 
and Madame made some admirably judicious re- 
marks on the contemporary authors of her own 
country. The cost of the entertainment was six 
francs sixteen sous. Nor is this all. After we 
had feasted to our ample satisfaction, there re- 
mained enough for Jlfadame Barbizou'a xciViSL-^^'^ 
breaJk&st, and dinner on the morroYf • 

f2 
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Albeit Madame had passed bj mauj stages 
beyond the age of poetry, and, as her rude, sport- 
ing nephew observed, on our way home, had kicked 
over the traces of her beauty. I said to myself, 
when I had the good fortune to be quit of his 
company, *Is ever housewife, be she old or young, 
comelier than when 

from sweet kernels press'd 
She tempers dulcet creams ? ' 
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CHAPTEE VI. 

MADAME AT MABKET. 

GLAND has made her appearance in the food 
rkets of the Continent, selling universal sweet- 
ats, Huntley and Palmer's biscuits, Crosse and 
ckwell's pickles, Colman's mustard (I came 
denly upon it the other day at a table near the 
B Lepelletier), Allsopp and Bass and Ind Coope 
Company, and Chester cheese. Wandering 
te strange old Rue des Rotisseurs of Antwerp, 
n ancient shop of little window-panes, I came 
1 a green bottle of Victoria drops. Allsopp's 
i is upon one of the grandest of the corpora- 
touses in the Grand' Place. I think it must 
'^rbain Dubois, in his ^ Cuisine de Tous les Pays ' 
vhich a foreigner admits for the first time that 
e is something in rhubarb tart), who has let 
txations of the Continent know that there are 
gs worth knowing in the British kitchen, 
is me ! there is a live turtle at this moment in 
v-et's window ; but the unwieldy fellow looks 
y out of place flanked with terrines, truflles, 
ettes, 2M\>ergme3y pines, and the B\icc\iV^xA» ^sisjA. 
ous family of Bdussbges and hams* 'H.^\i^OTi^% 
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to Cornliill, where the eyes of London aldermen 
can fall npon him. The turtle of Peters' is not to 
be talked about with that you assimilate, on a 
wintry day, looking out at the coal-black statue of 
the Iron Duke, and wondering whether there can be 
anything so very much better than a basin at Bing 
and Brymer's, with a glass of Madeira, for a hasty 
lunch. I see English pickles in the windows of 
Potel and Chabot ; the great Potin of the Boule^ 
vard Malesherbes sells British jams, Yarmouth 
bloaters, various cheeses from perfidious Albion, 
Harvey's sauce, the delicacies of Burgess ; and 
having partaken of these the Parisian may go to 
rest with Child's night-lights at his elbow, that he 
may be ready should a revolution happen before 
morning. 

You see, in the matter of foods at any rate, the 
Parisians are a receptive people. They were the 
first to welcome the gelinotte from Russia. The 
saddle of mutton, which they took from us, has 
been perfected to a saddle of pre-sale, of exquisite 
tenderness and taste ; and should you, unbelieving 
reader, ever be passing Durand's at the luncheon 
hour, step in and taste one of their prS-sale mut- 
ton chops. Vous m^en direz desnouvelles. 

But we English folk, who travel more than any 
other race, bring home nothing. Mr. and Mrs. 
Boltt have returned to Chalkstone, to order the 
Sunday leg of mutton at Dothem's ; to have it 
hashed on Monday ; to order a piece of beef (their 
enemies declare it is always iToL^rife^ WL^^^^'^ia,^ .^ 
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Vto eat it cold on Wednesday ; to hfish it on Thurs- 
day mth a little fish or some chops to make up ; 
to have com-beef on Friday, that will serve oa | 
Saturday, and yield some sKcea for Sunday's break- 
feat. ITiey have been sauntering in many markets J 
stowing new and advantageous foods, but they 1 
have not brought back a single idea with them, to -] 
vary the doll monotony or lighten the expense of 1 
their table. Mr. Bloomsbnry Baker has made a | 
few attempts with unvarying failure, and many 
denunciations of hia kickshaws. Tens of thousands 
of British tourists sweep the face of the Continent 
every year, and see. how the Belgians, the Swiss, 
the Italians, the Germans, and the French Kve, . 
naing fifty cheap foods unknown in England, 
having many economical contrivances for econo- ] 
mic cookery, and being perfect masters in the 1 
Art d'accommoder des Resies ; and they return to ' 
the mutton chop of the mother country, and 
the butcher, baker, greengrocer, fishmonger, and 
poulterer, and milkman begin to ring again at the 
servants' bell, and deliver the red book of English 
domesticity every Monday morning. No wonder 
that Mr. Baker finds it very difficult indeed to 
bring up his five children, and Uve in the style he.J 
deems due to the dignity of the Bakers, on twOM 
thoTuand a year. If he will consent to the gene- 
ral idea that part of social dignity consists 
liaving the proper number of tradesmen's cartfti 
Iriven to your gate every morning, he must pay ■ 
The carts cost money, ttie ^s^&soiStt. 
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must have their profit, and Baker must pay, more- 
over, for those who fail in their payments. More- 
over, he must be content with the marketing of 
his purveyors. There are more fish in Billingsgate 
than Scales brings out of it, but he must select 
from Scales's selection. He must market out of 
Scales's marketing, and pay Scales handsomely 
into the bargain. Hence the food-supplies of the 
metropolitan suburbs are dearer than those of cen- 
tral London, while the quality and variety are in- 
ferior. Tou have no local markets, and you are 
so genteel that Mrs. Bloomsbury Baker and Mrs. 
Boltt would not deign to spend half an hour 
every morning in them if you had. Their servants 
would rise in rebellion if the tradesmen did not 
call as usual. They would decline to form part of 
a household that was vulgar enough to buy for it- 
self, let the market-basket be even more distingui 
than that of my friend Madame Barbizon. 

Yet these ladies, trotting about on the Grand* 
Place, past the Maison du Eoi, and buying flowers 
under the noses of Counts Egmont and Horn, and 
apparently without the least shame as to the 
baskets on their arms, are mistresses of fashion- 
able homes in the Quartier Leopold, and their 
equipages are to be seen in the Bois de la Cambre, 
and Brussels is an eminently genteel little city. 
One will carry a fuchsia away in her arms ; over the 
shoulders of another nods a lily. The markets of 
Brussels are many, and m each, of them betimes 
will be found housewWea o£ «5!i c.oTL^\\I\ciT>L^\svr^ 



MADAME AT MARKET. 73 

first-liand. It is a city, I fear, very mucli given to 
the enjoyment of the . good things of this life. 
The streets proclaim it. The Eue aa Beurre, Rue 
de I'Abricot, the Eue du March6 au Poulet, the 
Montague aux Herbes PotagSres, the Rue du 
Hareng, the Rue du Poivre, and lastly the Rue 
Chair et Pain — ^in the heart of the marketing, with 
the eaveau of the Grande Boucherie for one of its 
corners, are of the flesh, fleshy. On fSte-days the 
dainties sold on the Place de la Monnaie are eggs, 
cakes, and crabs. The better folks take conques 
de Dinant and the habas (which are only two 
sous in this city), 2iud petits fours sees, fashioned in 
many artistic shapes. It is a little Paris ; yes, but 
of Dutch build, warmed with Dutch bitters, and 
made heavy with lambric, diest, bock, faro, baviere, 
and half a dozen other beers, and sleepy with 
sausage, bushels of mussels, Ostend oysters, and 
prodigious rounds otflan. Peep into the old beer- 
houses, the *Nouvelle Patte de Dindon,' for in- 
stance, by the Hotel de Ville, and you will see rows 
of sturdy fellows putting away bricks of bread and 
great lumps of sausage, with the help of beer 
that would hum in the ears of a Parisian. Here 
the little restaurants advertise beef-steaks and 
Ostend oysters, at all hours. In the people's 
market on the Quai au Sel — a square of quaint 
surroundings that was many centuries old before 
the first spade was put to the foundations of the 
Leopold Quarter — a whole side oi ^^ T£i"a?cV'^\«- 
place is given up to the beloved m\3L^^^% ^^ *^^ 
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flanked by Dutch cheese dep6t8, mann&ctorers of 
fruit-cakes that would not lie easily in a band-box, 
the beer and brandy-shops, and vendors of nut- 
brown sabots, that at a distance look like stacks 
of crusty loaves. 

At one door men are throwing Dutch cheeses 
from a cart to the shop; nexb door they are 
stacking brown sabots from a hand-barrow, and 
at hand two burly carters in sabots are munching 
bread-and-cheese, clattering their beechen shoes to- 
gether and showing what admirable feet-covering 
they make for the poor, who have to push along the 
muddy roads that lead from farms to market- 
places. And all the time (it is hardly eight in the 
morning) the cooks and workmen's wives, the shop- 
keepers and the ladies in dainty morning dress^ — 
exquisitely neat as to boot and glove — are patter- 
ing to and from the Quai au Sel, as by the 
Montague Ste. Genevieve they are pattering from 
the superb fruit-market, or, at hand, from the 
Grande Boucherie. Each buyer is buying for 
the day only; if it be Saturday, then for that 
day and the next. 

* But the variety that tempts them, sir — that is, 
to my mind, the dominant fact in the Continental 
market,' said Mr. Bloomsbury Baker, as we sat in 
the balcony of the ^ Trois Rois,' at Basel, dropping 
the ashes of our cigars into the Rhine. * I was 
irst struck with it in that picturesque Henmarkt 
it Cologne. Bless me, there were heaps of 
vegetables no British "hoMsemfe ^x^^ ^^^"^ ^^^clVsl 
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the course of her life. I dropped upon the 
scene past an extraordinary old house in the 
cathedral comer, where punch grog is to be had 
at one silver groschen the glass, and was at once 
struck with the extraordinary varieties of vege- 
tables strange to English eyes — not to mine of 
course. First and foremost there was a good dozen 
varieties of salads; and next I remarked the 
immense quantities of the amber-yellow mange- 
tout. The housewives were buying this excellent 
nutritive vegetable by the basketful, and well they 
might. With a bit of bacon, there was a dinner 
for a dozen ; for you know, of course, friend Fin- 
Bee, that the pea is eaten shell and all.' 

'And is of fine flavour,' I added. *I have 
endeavoured in* vain to make a few English market- 
gardeners force it upon London markets. In the 
whole range of English vegetables there is not 
one vnth nutritive quahties equal to this.' 

* Then there was the salsifis. Why haven't we 
that as plentiful as parsnips, I want to know ? Nay, 
sir, why should the Germans, in their market- 
places, display fifty kinds of wholesome sausages, 
while our country markets can show only green 
bacon and third rate meat ? In the Henmarkt, I 
stood in wonderment before the festoons of the 
popular sausage, and saw the poor people buying ; 
and when I beheld the apron of the poor work- 
woman filled vnth her mange-touts and her salad, 
crowned vnth just the bit of anim^il ^\vVi^W\^^ 
necessAry to make the daily food o£ "kex i^mA^ ^ 
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once toothsome and wholesome, I reflected how 
much better off she and hers were than Ihe 
slatternly, ignorant English workman's wife, who 
has double her money to spend/ 

I recommended Mr. Baker to preach this in 
the highways and byways of his country. 

* It would bo time lost,' he answered. At the 
Bellevue they couldn't understand how I, an Eng- 
lishman, could prefer a grilled trout and a lemon for 
my breakfast to ham and eggs. The waiter, when 
I ordered the fish, assured me that theirs was 
English bacon, that their cold beef was as good 
as any to be got in England. He made a last 
appeal to me with cold chicken and ham before h^ 
took my order for the trout. And when, at last^ 
the fish was brought, he laid it before me, sayings 
"Monsieur is not English?" " Bloomsburjr 
Baker not English ! " I cried. " Why do yoix 
ask ? What do you mean ? " " Monsieur will 
pardon me," the fellow said, " but all Englishmen, 
take ham and eggs, or simply eggs, or eggs and 
bacon for their breakfast. If Monsieur is English 
he has travelled a great deal." Now, just think of 
that. Could you have a better illustration of — shall 
I say the pig-headedness — of my dear country- 
men ; and doesn't it explain thoroughly the pre- 
dicament of our working population, who have 
just the choice of half-a-dozen foods to live 
upon ? ' 

^ Yes,^ I interrupted, ' aTid N^'Vio'W^ l\i^^e a^ffcer 
half-a-dozen profits laa^e \>eeu xa^^ xx-^o^HJassvjoa 
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3ilr. Baker waa in tlie vein, and eontiuued to 
*-"« on his experiences. 
*At that very H6tel Bellevne (they look 
p^yond the tahle-d'hute level there, I can assure 
J*"^), I remember two or three Enghsh tourista 
P**-o received some of the dishes — as chevreull, 
P**Ved with greengages, and roast beef, with 
*<iiimber — with derisive laughter; tossing their 
^^ds, and giving the servants to understand that 
*-^ae things might be good enough for the sub- 
**its of Kaiser Wilhelm, but were not to approach 
-*-G lips of Queen Victoria's liegea. A similar 
Jiifestation happened on the Ehine boat, when 
*e waiters handed round sivops, and ices, and 
uit. Britishers must have Bass ; and a airop and 
F*^it in the broiling sun are barbarisms beneath 
The scene at the Cologne hotel was re- 
peated, with hideous variations, at the table-d'h6te 
&ti the Rhine boat — a well-served various dinner 
riven in a saloon to between three and four hnn- 
ftred paHFtengera. Nay, but you will find it every- 
ivhere, where the Boltts and their congeners 
Carry alpeustoclca and brandy-flaats. We shall 
never improve, air — never. It's in the bone and 
marrow of ua. Just think of it ; people in a work- 
lioiiae revolting against Australian meats. Just 
I reflect on the example of that among the poor out 
I of doors.' 

Mr, Bloomabury Baker was coiTect in hia 
obaervation. There is abundance in the Con- 
iiaeataJ market because the ijoOTeaV <3«a9i^''i 
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understand almost every variety of food. C 
remember many years ago, when I travelled 
amid the poorest population to see how they 
lived, and went to the Nouvelle Califomie by the 
Barriere Mont Pamasse, I found the chiffonniers 
at dinner at long black benches, with their soup 
and plats before them, that showed their know— 
ledge of the varieties of the cuisine. Their dinner' 
of soup, or meat and vegetables, would cost them— 
five sous, and they would have a sou cup of coffee 
and a sou cliassecafe at the coffee-stalls outside.. 
By the market-place of Brussels there is th^ 
humble restaurant of the * Grand Laboureur,' wher^ 
for one shilling you may have a soup, three dishes^ 
and a dessert. I want the reader to observe that> 
the significant part of this fact lies in the formu 
of the dinner. It shows that the humblest convive* 
require soup, meat, vegetables, salad, and dessert ^ 
and that these are the divisions of the poorest^ 
dinners. The component parts of the * Grande 
Laboureur's' carte bear out Baron Liebig's theory ^ 
and they warn us that we consume too much deair 
food, and despise or neglect vegetable foods that li^ 
about us in an infinite variety. It is in this f act? 
that the Continental poor man has the advantage 
over us islanders. He has fifty resources — he can- 
always find something cheap in the market. If 
he cannot afford meat, or fish, a dish of whit© 
haricots, boiled with a little grease, give his 
inner man ample satiaEaction, «jiSl >iJcL^ xc^axket- 
woman is merry on a mug oi \io\» ^orc?^ ^<^\s^ 
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and. a lump of brown bread. How can these people 
starve? 

* But yon will find the same abundance every- 

"W-liere,* Mr. Bloomsbury Baker continued. * I met 

a lady acquaintance, one market-morning at 

Mayence, carrying a cauliflower, as gracefully and 

proudly as she would bear a bouquet to a wed- 

The German ladies, by the way, seem to 

to be particularly knowing at market. The 

caare with which they select their plums, and pears, 

and vegetables, and the way they have the current 

Pri.ces at their fingers' ends, struck me forcibly one 

^^y when I was strolling through the Gutenberg 

^la,tz,. alive with the picturesque market-women, 

^^"tli their spotless wimples about their heads and 

*iliroats, crowned with the pad upon which the 

■^B^tet is carried. They make pretty groups about 

^ street fountain, as you have probably noticed. 

^Tiat a thrifty, knowing people, I thought, as I 

strayed among the vegetable baskets. We laugh 

^^ tlie things they eat ; but they look plump and 

^eiriyj and many of them would be passing rich 

^^th. the wage hundreds of my poor countrymen 

^"^^ starving upon in the East End of London, or 

^^"^Hd about the docks at Liverpool.' 

The markets of Basel are primitive enough. 

^^ peasants of Basel-land bring in fruit, and 

^Setables, and poultry to their ancient enemies 

* Sasel-stadt. The country-women stand and 

^t i^ rows, and hold the few fowla ox ^^^^ ^'^^ 

'^^e to sell in their aprons. The eeutxe cS. ^^ 
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Place is adorned with the statue of a monkey 
eating grapes, or of a goat, or of a knight in mr- 
like array. There are neither sheds nor stalls. 
The townsfolk come forth betimes with nets, in 
which they carry home their purchases, and the 
chaffering proceeds, the producer and the consumer 
being in direct relations. Yonder grave country- 
woman, who has a few heus to sell, has reared them 
from the shell. This old man, of German aspect, 
peeped into the nests of those pigeons, for which 
he is seeking a customer, when they were fledge- 
lings. It is the same with the vegetable and fruit- 
growers, none of whom have great stores to sell 

*Now, in England,' said Mr. Bloomsbury 
Baker, * the producer is miles away from the con- 
sumer, and at every yard of every mile, a profit is 
made out of the consumer's pocket. You cannot 
get at the sweet simplicity of Basel, I know, in a 
great city ; but I am puzzled to know why every 
quarter of a large English town should not have 
an open market — an open market for everything) 
as there is in Brussels; or why London shouU 
not be divided into market districts like Paris.' 

At Lyons they have a vast market, in one 
comer of which the market produce is sold ana 
cooked at market prices, and where you can sit a* 
a table, and eat your fill for an incredibly small 
sum of money. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



, GEAND TOUE WITH MY COOK. 



j|l>EAlt me, Madame Fin-Bee, will your cook r 
J to market : take a basket on Ler arm, and — that 
f thing ? ' Lady Southdown asked the benign 
feature who shares my pignatta with me. 

' To every inch of that depth of ignomiuy has 
s sunk, mj dear Lady Southdown, under my 
""command. I own it. And I have not degraded 
her to this extent, from the high dignity of order- 
ing at the area^gate or l:itchen-door, without a 
~ tst amount of trouble, I warrant you.' 

'Tou droU creature ! ' was Lady Sonthdown's 
jenevolent remark. ' And how on earth did you 
oage it ? ' 

' I took her abroad with me. She speut a 
jinter with ns in Paris, an autumn at Dieppe; 
jid, I think, BOrae time at Lyons. My husband 
1 it his grand tour with his cook. And I 
^eure you it has paid us very well.' 

* But how did you overcome her English pre- 
BudiceB? Dear me, I don't know that I shouli 
liave the courage to put my nose into mykitchei 
'Exactly; bat I took an inteWigeiA 
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with the idea of forming her to my ways and 
wishes. We don't live slaves of the whims and 
caprices of our cordon^hlcu. Ton see, we had lived 
so much abroad, and had become so thoronghly 
accustomed to the continental modes, that we 
could not endure your cramped, expensive, and, 
after all — forgive my frankness — ^your poor way 
of living. When I say poor — I mean monotonous, 
restricted — give me the word, Fin-Bee* 

^ Boarding-schools,' I suggested. * You live 
as they do in boarding-schools, with mutton days 
and pudding days. In your middle-class houses, 
where there is not a Frenchman, a Swiss, or an 
Italian, to search out the admirable foreign pro- 
vision stores that are in London, and to thoroughly 
examine the resources of Billingsgate, Leaden- 
hall, and Covent Garden markets, the people 
haven't, as I used to say, halE-a-dozen plats to 
their backs. They have, if not the refuse, at any 
rate not the pick of the markets ; or if on a great 
f^te they get something of the pick from their 
foumisseurs, it is at fifty per cent, more than the 
market price. The minor suburbs have the refuse 
— at the price of the pick. We could not eat the 
refuse, and I couldn't afibrd the pick at my trades- 
men's prices ; and so it came to teaching our cook 
how to market for us while we were compelled to 
remain in England. We embarked in no pleasure 
trip upon summer seas, I assure you.' 

Lady Southdown was pleased to smile at this 
remark. So she shoMlA. t\caik^ k. ^^^^^^^ \s^j^ 
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indeed ! She wondered how we eould have 
tV com-age to persevere after the first attempt, 

I^t^r all, the best cut of the best joint waa not 
ttte height of human happiness. That man waa 
*it>t necessarily the happiest whose dinner, every 
'^a^y of his life, was cooked to a turn. This way 
^f patting the subject, and putting it down, is 
^^^ common and very fooKsh, as any lady or 
6*ntleman who will be at the pains of reading 
_ '^. Brassey'a life, or the Blue-Book on the condi- 
***ti of the working-classes in the various conti- 
^*ital states, will very soon find. It is from the 
•■fcchen that the whole troop of social doctors 
r^"Vist begin ; and until Lady Southdown and her 
^'i^nds have learned how to use new foods, and to 
"*4y cheaply and cook eeonomieally the foods they 
Already command, and until their example has 
^^nk thixjugh all classes, the danger will remain, 
^¥ the defeat of industrial England through the 
^^perior providence and domestic economy of 
*V)reign workmen. 
^^E Lady Southdown hereupon tapped me with 
^^■ter fan, saying: 'Never mind all that kind of 
^^Khing — very good no doubt, for a committee-room 
^^■bf the House of Commons — teU uie about your 
^^P^and tour with your cook.' 

^^* Madame Fin-Bee, with her usual good nature,. 
motioned to me to continue, while she gave 
aotne tea. 

k* I had to catch x&j cook first. She t 
telligeat, pliable and placable, mfti. 



ha^B 
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knowledge to make her desire for more real and 
earnest. We tried two or three ^ 

* Nay, my dear,' Madame Fin-Bee interrupted, 
' a good round dozen. Some objected to " foreign 
parts ; ^* others would rather not know our new- 
fangled ways ; others again had never lived in 
families where the tradespeople didn't call — and 
they didn't think they should like it. Go on, 
dear.' 

I resumed, telling Lady Southdown that we 
got a very promising subject at last. 

*Yes — well/ Lady Southdown cried, in her 
eagerness to learn all about the fiasco we had made. 

^ We took her abroad ; and for the first month 
she was faint-hearted, whimpered, found every- 
thing strange to her hand, and was very dogged 
indeed about the kitchen utensils. The hain-marie 
she declared to be an unmanageable mystery. She 
couldn't light the coke. The kitchen was too 
small. She was disconsolate because she could 
not keep a gallon or two of boiling water at her 
elbow all day long. She vowed that the bouiUotte 
was a detestable and mean contrivance. It was 
the height of a Paris summer when she alighted 
on the banks of the Seine ; yet she was in a bad 
temper because she could not have a good fire all 
day.' 

* I was very tired of it, and longed to send her 
home ; and I should have packed her off if it had 
not been for the philosopher yonder — ^who had, 

jrou may be sure, very \itt\G oi A3afe \itw)HX<i^ 
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My wife cotild not deny herself the pleasure of 
tliis womanly sally. 

*Poor little wench, she was as strange and 
timid as a boy at a new school. But as soon as 
she began to pick up a few words of the language, 
and had been to market half-a-dozen times with 
my wife, she plucked up courage, and, as I ex- 
pected, loaded everybody who could talk to her 
with questions. Then, I saw, she was fairly en 
route. I should observe that we took the precau- 
tion of hiring a thorough cordon-bleUy who knew 
her Paris well ; her rights, her duties, her privi- 
leges. She insisted on her dozen of fine linen 
aprons when she entered our service, and was dis- 
dainful of a family on an upper floor whose cook 
went to market in cotton aprons. It was the 
proud moment of her day when she passed the 
concierge's lodge, in faultless cap and apron, fol- 
lowed by her little English pupil, en route for 
market. The best the market had, that is the 
best and at the same time, financially, the most 
advantageous, this admirable eordon-ileu brought 
liome for dinner. Having mastered a general 
outline of our tastes, and observed the dishes and 
sauces we favoured, she had always something to 
please us, and in the evening would enquire what 
remarks had been made at table. I know that she 
put into her own pocket one sou of every franc she 
spent for me; but this was her right — and this 
right conceded, she worked loyally, anSi m^ \Jafe 
zesi of an artiat, for her employers. B.et ex5uxi"^Jife 
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hsA the brightest effect on her pupil. Archer. 
our cook in the bud, picked up French words 
pigeons pick up peas; she never dashed at 
sentence. But she pelted her good-natured Prendiat 
teacher with her words, which this one strung to- 
gether into sentences — and the two laughed im- 
moderately — and went on with the lessons. 

* My plan was (and it is the plan in the best- 
regulated mSnages of Paris, except where th^ 
menage has the proportions of an hotel, and ther^ 
is a steward and the rest of it) to give the cook 
money when she asked for it — two or three napo^ 
leons at a time, and she laid the money out at heir 
own discretion. At the end of the week sh© 
brought her books for examination, and we struclc 
a balance. In order to carry out this system^ 
pray observe, my dear Lady Southdown, it is indis- 
pensable that the master ' 

* Or mistress,' my wife interposed. 

* Or mistress should have knowledge enough o 
the market and the kitchen to check the book.' 

* Of course ! ' said Lady Southdown, who had 
never known the price of a single article of food 
she had consumed, and her ladyship's fourehette 
was quoted as an active one. 

* Let the book be properly checked ; let your 
cook be a woman with a real love of her profes- 
sion ; and you will find that this is the very cheap- 
est way of living well that can be devised. The 
Frencby with all their \on^ o^ ^l^?^\\re, are the 

most provident people ^\\i ^\io\si ^ >Qa:^'^ <5^^ 
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tarried. I speak of them from the highest to the 

lowest ; and this is their system among the middle 

fiJ^d upper classes of moderate incomes. Ton 

English are surprised at the style in which a 

^ench judge, let us say, with six hundred pounds 

a* year, will live, in the capital where provisions 

8^e at exorbitant prices. Peep into his home, 

^d you will cease to wonder. Not a handful of 

charcoal, not a block of wood, is wasted. He has 

^0 kitchen in which his substance is being burned 

fi^na the break of day till bedtime. No waste of 

food, is under his roof. The company he receives 

do Hot visit him to eat and drink. With a cup of 

*^ and a sirop, he dismisses the cream of society. 

^^ I>eople have " houses larger than they require," 

^d. have to let part of their home under cover of 

* ffonteel falsehood. There is no waste.' 

* But, now do tell me what became of Archer,' 
sai<3^ Lady Southdown, who was not at all interested 
iQ Economy of any kind. *If you talk to me in 
th^-t way I shall begin to think I am in that hor- 
^^X^ Society of Arts.' 

^ Well, she took to our plan, slowly, but tho- 
^^ghly. When we left Paris, I went with her 
^ ^^^oarket myself.' 

Xady Southdown laughed, and said Monsieur 
-^Bec certainly was the most diverting fellow in 
*1^^ world. 

*It was at Lyons. The market there, which 
^^^^tches for about a mile along "tVi^ Qjaal\ ^'^'a» 
^^l^atina, 13, I think^ about six or seven otv ^ ^-vjasi- 
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mer's morning, one of the most charming series of 
pictures I know. The trees give a splendid roof 
to the scene. Nothing could be simpler nor wiser 
than the arrangement. The market-carts from 
the country are backed to the outer kerb, and 
their contents are spread out upon the ground, in 
mounds of magnificent richness. Pyramids of 
melons, colossal pumpkins, immense bunches of 
carrots, radishes, leeks, onions, vast baskets of 
various salads, mounds of peaches and pears; 
cream in prodigious masses, butter, eggs, cheeses 
of all kinds, and sacks of potatoes. A most primi- 
tive market. A bargain is proceeding for a sack . 
of potatoes. Two men shoulder a bar, to which a 
chain is slung, and by leverage, the sack is weighed 
in a moment. Nearly everything is sold by weight? 
peaches, apples, pears, baskets and all. It is a 
little after seven, and the alleys under the trees 
are thronged with customers of all conditions: 
men and women, gentlemen and ladies, weavers 
and workwomen. Here a sister of charity is 
carrying off a fine basket of spinach for two sous. 
Yonder a lady is poising a melon in her gloved 
hand, and she eventually carries it off, after a 
payment of five sous. The market-girls stand in 
rows, offering a handful of carrots or radishes for 
one sou. Flowers are in request everywhere m 
continental market-places. At Lyons a goodly 
bunch, with the dew upon them, were carried 
away hj the work-girAa to t\i^ ta-cbulent Croix 
Mousse for one sou. TYitows^\ ^V t\a^\esixS.^^^^ 
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I led Archer, with her basket, and did two or three 
days' marketing with her. A few pence bought us 
a delightful variety of vegetables and fruit for the 
day. Once, if not twice, I carried home the 
melons. But once, I was in good company, for by 
the way I fell in with a gentleman who had his 
vegetables in a net, and a crescent of potiron on 
his arm. He could not have carried it with 
greater dignity had he been bearer of a section of 
the harvest-moon, and we talked politics till our 
roads parted/ 

*But Archer! what about Archer?' Lady 
Southdown asked. 'I know what a ridiculous 
creature you are : tell us how she acquitted her- 
self.' 

* She had not been a month in Lyons before 
she was quite at home on the Quai des Celestins. 
They laughed at her French ; but Archer was not 
cheated. She had mastered the weights and 
measures, and money in Paris. The patois both- 
ered her — ^but she held to her own, and hers were 
not, I can assure you, the worst bargains made on 
the quai. 

*The favourable moment for the poor is just 
before nine o'clock. The clerks of the market, 
backed by police and sweepers, appear at one end 
of the avenue and make the market-folk clear the 
ground to the carts on the kerb. It is an amusing 
scramble. Eather than carry the pot aufeu vege- 
tables and cheap fruit back, the garQieivet^ ^xA. 
&rmera^ wives will sell at alnaost ^.Tvy ^i:\e.^. fci 



00 THE CUPBOARD PAPERS. 

family's vegetables (twice the quantity you con- 
sume in England) will go for a penny ; half a sieve^^ e 
of French beans for four sous; a melon for 
penny. All the time the clerks and police snc 
sweepers are gently advancing among the livd] 
crowd, exhorting the women, and putting a sterne 
injunction upon the men who loiter. The 
are filling; the avenaes behind the advancii 




sweepers show not a cabbage-leaf. In half an hoa — ^ 
— or not much more — the Quai des Celestins sho^« ^ 
not a trace of the immense sales of vegetables an ^ 
farm produce that have been effected there in tV™- ^ 
morning, filling the houses of the thrifty wi 
ample stores of fresh food. There are half-a-do^^^ ^ 
markets in Lyons.^ 

* Well, and Archer, you provoking man ? ' s^^'^^ 
Lady Southdown. 

* She cooked for us and marketed for us wk 
we were in Lyons. She made a few mistakes 
perhaps many; but she was willing, and we h 
taken her young, before she had imbibed the pi 
judices, or caught the airs of the English servan' 
hall. She was not alert, like a thorough cordon-bl^ 
this your Englishwoman of her class never will 
I fancy. But she was good-tempered, tractabl 
and sensible of her own ignorance. She very s< 
learned to cease laughing at the little Frenc^:^^^^^^^^ 
kitchens and contrivances. She even took 
laughing at those of her own country. ** To mj 
a cup of tea," she would aay , " ixv England we lig] 
1 £re that would roast a i^aVr oi io^\a.^' 
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^^M 'In Dieppe,' Madame Fin-Bee interposed, 

^^M 'Archer gave ua dinners — you know, seaside, im- 

^^M preteading dinners, that were very popular among 

^^1 the gentlemen of the Jockey Club and the Cafe 

^" -^glaia, I assure jou, mj dear Lady Southdown. 

r ^te did prodigious things at market : the best of 

'■"^ fiah — the poultiy — the everything : and all on 

^ iittle hit of French that would make you die with 

'^"ghter. The soles normanden, and the fowls with 

^H ^'"'^on (my husband's favourite plain dish), were 

^^^ ' Well, well ; you brought this prodigy to Lon- 

^^^.'^*>- And then? 'Lady Southdown asked, anti- 

■, i^^ting, with wicked pleasure, a thorough hreak- 

J 3 confessed that, arrived in Loudon, we em- 

'*-*"lied on a difficult sea. Archer was in de- 

-J 'Archer is still in despair,' said my wife. * She 
-- ^^8 her best, with a little temper now and then ; 
_*11; she sighs for Paris, or Dieppe, or Lyons, or 
■*^neva. She says she would even prefer Cologne 
* London.' 

* But she goes to market. She cannot eifect 
'-he savings in town which she made for us abroad ; 
^tit she gets the best at reasonable rates. You see 
^^m Bbe is now a good judge of fish, Hesh, fowl, and 
^^fe vegetables. She knows the market values of 
^^^ things. She will go off to Leadenhall, to BiUings- 
^^B gate, to Corent Garden, when elie -via-ut^ to "miikib 
^^Ka^wt? effect. Her pride is as muc^v in ^6 "tasAa- 
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rate price as in the superlative quality of all she 
brings home. Our trouble has been with the other 
servants. They scoff and sneer, and are disagree- 
able to her in a hundred ways ; but she is not to 
be moved. She has that without which neither 
man nor woman was ever a good cook — an equal 
temper. She seldom appeals to her mistress or 
to me against the tracasseries to which she is 
subjected by her fellow-servants; but when she 
does I find that she is in the right, and that she 
has complained, af ber enduring a succession of 
slights/ 

* You have a treasure,^ Lady Southdown slyly 
remarked. 

* No treasure — that is, no wonder. Archer is 
just an illustration of what Lady Southdown or 
any other lady might do, by teaching a servant 
how to save as well as how to cook ; how to go 
into the market instead of waiting till the trades- 
man brings his own selection at his own price. 
Before my system can soak through classes and 
teach the poorest the virtue of thrift, and the 
means of saving by getting nearer the produce 
than they are when they buy at the barrow of the 
costermonger, or in the little retail shops of poor 
quarters, which are the very dearest shops in the 
world, there must be market-places and plenty of 
them — simply open spaces whither the country- 
folk can bring their produce and sell from the 

cart-taiL We have no dialmcV) Ta»?ckeka, because 
we have no upper class hot m\^^^ O^^^'^ *^^ite 



te*Ji*B 7oxrR wtm hty cook. 



II deigns to nnderstand the economy of them. Looi^ 
I at Geneva, look at Berne, with their open uiarket- 
I places stretching through the city. Is there in all 
I "Qgland such a natural market-place as the Place 
I Cheyg][j p J haye noticed this, that where the 
I 'Dartets are many and various, the people are pro- 
I *^deat and prosperous. 
\ 'A very sagacioua Jrenchman ohservedto me: 
I Something is cheap every day, and I always buy 
^"^-t something ; it is a tomato to-day (I have 
**°*»glit two noble ones for a sou), and it is a 
^^-^i^Tidge, or a wild duck, or mullet to-morroiv. 
r"**ere are days when grey mullet are to be had 
^^^ the asking." ' 

* Archer nnderstands this perfectly,' said my 
T^^-e ; ' and I calculate I save three or four shillings 
**■ the pound, and am better served than my 
^ighbour by her knowledge,' 

* Indeed, you are most fortunate,' Lady South- 
^^■vvn answered, vowing that all she Lad heard 
^' ^"uld amuse her lord vastly. 
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CHAPTEE VIII. 

THE CUPBOAED IN THE HONEYMOON. 

On the 15th of August, 1835, Mr. Wallfi^^ 
wrote in * The Original ^ : * The greatest evils, per^--^ 
haps, under which the lower classes labour, aris^ ^ 
from ignorance of domestic economy. It if^ 
certainly below the mark to say that, on an aver — 
age, labourers' families might live much better^* 
than they now do for one-third less expense.-*-^ 
Waste and uncomfort are but too often the chie^~ 
characteristics of their management — ^the bittern- 
consequences of which are strife, sickness, debt,^^ 
misery, recklessness, and crime. Their purchased ^ 
are often bad in quality, small in quantity, anJE^-^ 
high in price ; their meals wasteful and unwhole-- 
some; their clothes neglected, and everythin 
about them destitute of arrangement. There ar< 
many causes which conspire to keep up this stat^^:^* 
of things. First, the want of eflBcient loca^^^ 
government, having for its basis moral influence^^ 
The majority of mankind are, as it were, out 
the pale of systematic discipline, and it is marver: 
lou8 that their negVectei «»t«Afe i& not producti 
of worse consequences to t\iema^^^ ^sAHk^fe^- ^ 
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or "the world. Secondly, the means which are 
adopted to remedy the evils of neglect, only tend 
in. 3)rinciple to aggravate and perpetuate them ; 
aix<3. the endless institutions, miscalled charitable, 
wi-fcl which the land is covered, by farriishing so 
m^Tiy substitutes for prudence, diminish the neces- 
sifcy for prudence itself, and, in defiance of morals 
aixci religion, reduce human beings below the 
8t^:iidard of their nature/ 

I should like to point out a few of the reasons 
wla^ich have occurred to me at different times and 
hi. various places, why the Swiss, the German, and 
th.^ French mechanics or labourers are better off 
tli.a,u their English brothers ; and in the course of 
tl^o enquiry we shall find that the causes of English 
haardships and vices were truly stated by Mr. 
W^alker. 

* Monsieur,' said my cordon-bleu to me one 
^^OTningj < I am going to be married/ 

* Celestine,' I replied, * if your future husband 
^ a saving, sober, even-tempered man, and is in a 
position to keep you comfortably, I congratulate 
you; although we shall be sorry to lose you.' 
^^lestine made a supreme, a sovhisey a grating for 
"'^hicli Monsieur Gouffe would have smiled upon 
^^^ ; and she was, withal, a saving creature who 
K^Ve an excellent account of her marketing. 

* Monsieur is too good,' she continued. * But 

■*• should not have ventured to intrude on his time, 

if 

. ^ lUadame had not authorised "ma \»o q.qtdl'^qS^ 

^^^Hiieur, on a little placmiefnX 1 waxA. \.o ^Tt^sv%^' 
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My mocey is in Municipals: would monsieur 
advise me to turn it into Rentes P ' 

Celestine had been saving steadily for some 
twelve years; wearing plain white caps and 
aprons, and the gowns of her class, never indulg- 
ing in an approach to finery, and all with a view 
to a comfortable and prudent marriage in the 
end. Firmin, her betrothed, had, we suspected, an 
eye upon Celestine's doty but this was natural. 
Firmin would never dream of marrying a woman 
who could not bring something towards the home, 
and he himseK had waited to his thirtieth year 
before offering himself as an eligible match. On 
both sides money-matters were considered with as 
much care and foresight as a duke bestows on the 
settlement of his daughter. My concierge ex- 
plaining to me the thrift with which he was com- 
pelled to live (his wife was mixing a delicious 
winter salad in the background while he talked), 
said, * You see, monsieur, we have to save a dowry 
for our little girl.' A neighbour had two Alsaci- 
ennes in his service, who, with a third sister in 
another place, were all saving their money to buy 
land and a house in their jpays — ^their pays alas ! 
no longer. Afemme de menage^ who came to my 
establishment for two francs a day, was in despair 
when the Mexican empire collapsed — for she had 
investments, she told me, weeping bitterly, in the 
Mexicans. But this is the common story among 
. the working-classes m "Et^ivce. The thrift is 
severe. When Celeaime lisA feci^^^ >ast ^ysasj^ 



Hbrk fllie knitted stockings. It was with pridM 
HiO told over the dozen pair of black worsted hosM 
^pe had for work-dajs, and an equal number ofl 
^pite for Sundays and fete-days. Her linen wasfl 
^B extraordinary quantities, aU apuu by her own i 
^Kgera. Look at the atall women in the streets ; | 
^■fe poissarde gazing seaward for her Ulysses, who 1 
"^'vX presently come to her arms, fish-scales and 1 
"11 ; the gossips at street corners ; the women I 
^Jiiading little shops — they have flashing knitting- 1 
■Beedles in their hands. Did you ever see knitting- j 
^Bttedles in the hands of an English poor man's i 
BHfe? When the stockings are old, can Mrs. 
Bbncs knit new feet to them? When her child 
^bfiiries, can she even furnish a poor home for her 
Beah and blood? Has she the command of a few 
Hpeeks' wages in advance ; and can she, out of this 
Hoard, buy at a favourable moment in the cheapest 
Biarket? Compare Celestine with Mary Anne, and 
Hdu will soon come at the reason why the English 
^■orking-folk lapse into pauperism, directly their 
H^ge ceases. Domestic economy, forsooth 1 A 
BbmeBtic scramble, at the best, is the English 
^Eouse keeping, when compared with the thrift and 
^Bder of most of the continental societies j and il 
^P hardly possible to say that matters have mended 
Knee Mr. Walker wrote ' The Original.' 
H Consider that this was written in 1835, ani 
^Btat we are somewhere very near where we i 
^Bien. 'Good training is alone educat\on., raid. v 
^fr soi enough to teach, only those t\un^ -s^^ixOo. 
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are good or bad, as they are used. A woman d( 
not necessarily make a better helpmate to 
labouring man because she can read and wril 
but it is otherwise if she has been taught \ 
domestic arts of life suitable to her conditi 
Both are desirable, but the latter are indispensa 
to happiness, and they are lamentably neglect 
. • . . There is no class of persons to wh 
domestic comfort is of so much importance, as 
those who have to earn their livelihood by hi 
labour, and there is no greater contrast than tl 
between a well-ordered and a cheerless home, 
the one case, when the husband returns from 
work he finds a kindly woman, a cheerful f 
quiet children, as good a meal as his means i 
allow, ready prepared, every want anticipai 
every habit attended to, an universal neatness, i 
everything in its place/ The picture is a pre 
one for a * goody ' book ; but it is not a comn 
scene in England, albeit many years have pas 
since the preacher lifted his voice. But the va 
of it may be tested by any member of a Sch 
Board who will be at the pains of travell 
through the villages of Belgium, Switzerla 
IVance, and Germany. He will find his best 
amples in France, however ; since here, combi] 
with an innate love of domestic order, there 
more taste than in Germany, or Switzerland. ( 
of a given wage earned by the husband, the "W 
can offer a better tsbble, ^Tid a more pleasing 
^Dgement of th.e Taoxa^ tcoohl^, ^cifc \ias^ *> 



rtly the domestic education wbicli Mr. Walker 
Very properly puts before reading and -writing. 
^y Celestine, to take an instance, conld neither 
'ead nor write; yet she could mate her market 
^th the keenest of lier profession ; was mistress 
of all the arts of thrift, and could even invest her 
Savings with discernment. Ha.d she been able to 
J^ead and write, and wanted the domestic education 
ste had received, the probability is, that De Kock 
^i3d Dumas the Younger would have counted one 
deader more, and France another ill-regulated 
liome. 

To us there is something shocking in the busi- 
*»ess-lilte aira with which French people contract 
^liances^ but, among the poorer population, at 
^ny rate, the calculation, foresight, deliberato 
Jireparation of a home, and arrangement of the 
Queans of supporting it, mean life-long comfort, 
a of the contracting parties having a due rega- 
kted share of the duties to perform. Tlie only 
lit of extravagance is the wedding dinner, followed 
f a ball. In a couple of days the duties of life 
tte taken up, and the wife is busy with her linen 
nd her saucepans. Mr. Walker describes mar- 
riage among English farm labourers : ' Women 
brought up in ignorance of comfort, of course, are 
careless of the means of providing for it. They 
are heedless how they marry, and, when married, 
never think of the duties of their situation. I 
illect a young woman, the mfe vft. a, \a!Q(i\«i«c' 
e coantrj, once applying to me tea^cXim^ 
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alleged harsli treatment on the part of a shop- 
keeper, to whom she owed money. On mvesti- 
gating the case, I found that she regularly spent 
three shillings a week in sweet things, and that 
she held herself entitled to pass the first year 
after her marriage in complete idleness, a privilege, 
I discovered, by no means seldom claimed. Of 
course, the habits of the first year would become, 
in a great measure, the habits of after hfe, ani 
the indulgence in sweet things would most likely^ 
be transfeiTed in time to things less harmless. 

When Celestine married herAntoine, whowa^ 
a railway porter, she begged that she might retard- 
to my service for the few months she had to re- 
main in Paris, before leaving for Italy, where lie«^ 
bridegroom had effected an excellent engageinen't> 
that would keep the pair in comfort. She pleadecl- 
that in this way she would not have to draw o 
her resources, all of which would be wanted fo: 
her installation in her new home. She was ver 
proud, at the same time, to beg that my famil 
would taste the wine of her husband's village ^ 
grown on the bit of land belonging to his familf ^ 
in which he had a share. So the Paris railwaj^ 
porter was an infinitely small wine grower in H^ 
native place ; and the strain of his life was to ear»^ 
money in ^ the capital of the world ' to carry bac '^ 
to the little property. In marriage he looked i^^ 
a wife who would husband his resources, and ^ 
tie same time add to thaia.. I leave others ^^ 
ttioraJise and sentimQutaYiae ox\.^^ ^\5^i^<i^\»;v^^»^ 



r (jtrPSoAUD iir'fiiE sonisymooi\\ loi 

3 facts as they come miiJer*iny_ eyes, and If I 

Swell upon tliem, it is because tliey a^ipear to me 

"^ be Tery near the foundations of .Ike" difference 

"lere is between the domestic and sooial jitediea- 

oientaof the wage-earning claaaesof Englan.dand 

I ■*Hnee. Celestine could turn every Hard 'ot^.-t'ljie 

^iiily income to'the best account ; could nia¥ea_._ 

"Inner out of the slightest and cheapest materials'/.';" 

'*nd a dinner a gonrriet of high pretensions might " 

^*t} ; could knit her husband's hose and spin the 

^x for his linen while the^oi aufeu was bubbling 

^^thin ear-shot; could tate advanta;^!- of any 

'*<iden cheapness in the market — any grande 

'^oasion in the shops — having always money in 

^t purse ; and having ciiltivated the habit of 

^ving all her life, and being among saving people, 

•^Hld invest intelligently. Let the reader not ran 

^■*Pay with the idea that my old cook and the rail- 

^Hy poi-ter will ever become rich people. They 

^fe thinking only of their old days, and of a 

IJ^tQst of bread to leave to their cLildren. They 
frfill never move out of the class in which they 
pere born. But the comforts of their degree they 
ptUl command when they are old. They will grow 
Kheir own wine and vegetables, rear their own pork 
|wid poultry, keep then- own cow, and be able to 
l^ve a vin d'konneur any day to the friend who 
Uiay pass their way. And Celestine'a is the every- 

kday marriage of the French working classes. 
I Mr. Wallcer, whom Itake to bet\ie fftaest 
■Mi«oi of the weak places in tlie coniiiVwii 
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English agricultural^labonrer, and, indeed, of all 
English workprs,> says : ' I will conclude my ob- 
servations- --Y^ith enumerating a few particulars 
which- appear to me to be most worthy of atten- 
tion,-,and others will no doubt occur to those who 
^urii'tlieir minds to the subject. In my intercourse 
with the labouring classes, what* I have observed 
they seem most to want to learn, is to market and 
make purchases on the most advantageous terms ; 
to apply the arts of cookery to preparing food in 
an economical, wholesome, and palatable manner ; 
in the country to brew and bake ; to light a fire 
expeditiously and economically ; to keep up a fire 
economically ; to make a fire cheerful expedi 
tiously ; to set out a table quickly and neatly ; 
clear away expeditiously ; to cut out, make, an 
mend linen, and to keep other clothes in g< 
order ; to wash and get up linen ; to dry and clea 
shoes, to sweep and clean rooms quietly and exp 
ditiously, and to keep them neat and comfortable 
and, lastly, to prepare proper food for children an 
the sick. The difference in the way of doing thes 
things, as far as my observation could go, is im 
mense ; and the difference in point of comfo: 
corresponding.' 

The picture of the rearing of a family in th 

English agricultural districts which follows 

its sad beginning and hopeless end — is but a co: 

panion canvas to that which has been drawn 

late hy special pexipatetici "^Tailoao^hers of tl 

daily papers. Mary Ajan^ i^n^t^ \\kfe V^x ^ic^ssvf 
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81", the same ignorant, sad-hearted, helpless, 

•^ttenily creature, with not a thought heyond 

*eat tea, green bacon, greens with vinegar, by 

*fty of sauce, a bit of beef on holidays, and small 

■^er. I sent some Australian meat to some cot- 

«gea near my little place in Surrey, having heard 

"•at the husband, a waggoner, had broken his leg, 

*id that there was not, as usual, a penny in hand. 

"^ ^ew days later Petit Bee heard (he hears every- 

''ing)that they had put the meat in the pig-tub, 

*>d had schemed a bit of beef at the butcher's. 

■'-t'e wife could do nothing with the wholesome 

"^IstraJian mutton, but sat helpless in the cottage, 

*th not a single resource at her command. She 

.^^d lier good man had married without troubling 

^^emselvea nbout the future, as they had not 

•"Oubled themselves about the past. The cupboard, 

^ithiii the circling of the honeymoon, was as bai'e 

^^ it was when the accident bef el the husband, and 

"^l»ere were four children ivhimpering before its 

^*npty shelves. A cynic once observed that in 

■England, when matters go to the worst, people 

generally marry. Even cakes and ale for the 

tloneymoon are not provided. In towns and 

"V-illages, in mills and halls, and on farms alike, 

^Darby and Joan go to church empty-handed. And 

^the result is the husband at the public-house, 

^narrels, excesses, untaught children, with not a 

lenny put away to help them forward on the i-oad 

bf life, and — the parish. The fundamental dif- 

Werence between the lot of Celestme a.\\ii "Wc rii- 
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wBj guard, and Marj Anne and her good man, aS 
they start together, is tliat between a providence 
that has become second nature, and an improvi- 
dence that is not shocking nor fearful to the couple 
because it is everywhere the rule around them. 
Celestine will begin to shape the course of her 
children directly she lifts them for the last time 
from the go-cart. They will never be dressed in 
tawdry finery, imitating their betters. Little Celes- 
tine will wear a little white cap and cotton frocks, 
and very thick shoes, and will be clean always ; 
but she will never be tricked out like the childre 
of fortune, who skip and play cache-cache in the 
Infants' Alley of the Tuileries Gardens. A mar 
riage portion will grow with her growth. He 
brother will have his life parcelled out for him, wi 
be apprenticed, and watched over through h 
dangerous years ; and when father and mother d 
brother and sister will inherit, not fortunes thi 
will enable them to live thenceforth in idlene 
but goods and chattels, and money, and a lit 
land, that will give them hope, and strength, 
comfort while they work, and keep them indep 
dent, and of tranquil mind, should they fall si 
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CHAPTER IX. 



■'2E baker rings at your gate every morning, and ' 
^^i is it Le brings you? The choice of three 
*our varieties of bread. The houaehold loaf, 
f"^ Cottage loaf, the tin loaf, brown bi-ead, and 
^ "tick loaf, and the two varieties of rolls, in- 
j,'*ding that we have the asaurance to call the 
, ''^iich. The bread varies little, the shape alone 
^ the novelty. Although I aui told Mr. Boltt, 
'. Cbalkstone, has laid it down that English bread 
j^ *he only loaf worth eating, and that he ia firmly 
^^<:ked in this opinion by his wife's relative, Mr. 
r^^ginald, who thinks it very weak and fastidious 
^**. Mra. Boltt to insiat on a ' aniaU cottagft ' for 
^^r luncheon, I shall venture to submit that in 
^I'ead, as in meat, wo show a wasteful and dismal 
*^onotony. Compare the breakfast breads of Bel- 
gium, Germany, Austria (your Austrian is a per- 
fect baker), Italy, Switzerland (I have eaten some 
'delightful little rollg, with honey of motmtain 
lowers, in the heart of the hilla), and France. 



^^KFbe rarieties, not only of form but of solidity ai^^^J 
^^fefour^ are endless. From the catl'^Ve^ ^csrm^^^^| 
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close solidity of those prodigious loaves that ar© 
sold at the cart-tail in Normandy, and from whicb 
the bonne can cut a tartine, only by the utmost 
stretch of her arm, and the workman's pain cfo 
menage and the soldier's pain de munition^ to the 
dainty croissant on the boudoir table, the pai» 
gruauy of the finest flour and sweetest milk, the 
Viennese round roll, the sweet Kussian bread 
with its auised flavour, the pain salette, the long, 
sweet Greek roll, which ladies take en soiree with 
their tea, the gondole and croquignollers, the biscuit 
of Bergamo, and the sweet grissini of Turin, there 
are a hundred varieties of the staff of life to be 
found on the Continent. A mere list of French 
cakes and tarts would fill pages. The savamU, 
babas, eclairs, madeleinesy 8t, Honores, or Pompa" 
doners, goronflotsy gateaux aux amandes (for which 
Felix luul a world-wide fame, in the Rue Vivienne, 
in the days that are no more), mocliasy macaroni 
cakes, are but a few of the list that run from the 
point of my pen. Consider the inexhaustible 
fancy that produces the thousand and one shapes 
and flavours of such exhibitions of taste and fancy, 
delighting eye and palate, as either of the Juliens 
can show. But our American kinsfolk are not &r 
behind the Parisians and Viennese in variety, if 
they be thoroughly distanced in the higher 
branches of the sweet art. Their soda biscuitfl? 
strawberry biscuits, rye-drop cakes, rusks, Elizas 
sponge cake, Kate's sponge cake, Silon cake, Mrs. 
B.^iS cocoanut cake, cup coke,^^Y\Q.^\fee»ka3^^ 



».let,»ta,yamt,^^«;^^ good c«ac« ° 

U, ftair c»pl.»*j;\„ tog.«*">;°^U, egg. 
tUey „>™t l.e ^^J^'^.^t tor l.veaW»Bt, ™>t 
Q-nd bacon, i»a ■- jjj_ 
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we rnoxo <.£*™'^;7eorn toad « »-"i„,„i.3 




108 TEE CUPBOARD PAPERS. 

meal cake, meat biscuit. Then for breads we bav^ 
rye and Indian bread, Ehode Island com breads 
potato bread, rice bread — in the Sontli— an^ 
plenty more. Ton see, sir, we use every variekf^ 
of flour, and don't despise rye as you do in yon 
country. We're a good deal like the French, am 
have a mind to try all the goods that come in on: 

way. Why, somewhere in this country, they tel ^ 

me, they make a bread with a mixture of apples. 8 
and flour that must be, I should think — but thei 
we Americans have all got a sweet tooth — vei 
good indeed. They just put one-third of boilc 
apple pulp to two-thirds of wheat flour, and fei 
ment it with yeast for twelve hours. I shouW-Jd 
say it would be very light, and pleasant to tli ^rie 
palate. At any rate, when I get to my home I 

shall try it.' 

* And fifty other things too, I reckon, we hav '-^^ 
seen while we have been travelling round,' tt ^^ ^ 
Honourable Ruggles Pick added, while he ate t— ^^ 
second raw tomato. Pointing to it with Ta"^^^ 
knife, he observed, * Now here's a thing, for tt^^ 
life of you, you cannot obtain for breakfast ^ , 
London. It is wholesome, refreshing, palatabl^ 

I admitted it ; and agreed, moreover, that 
English breakfast-table was the most remarkat^jl 
sample of the poverty of English invention, ^ 
regard to food, that could be cited by a foreign^^ 

* Never saw a handful of fruit anywhere — a 
a the height of the summer,' aaidthe Honoural]^' 
frs. Euggles Piclv, ^"Vie^ Ti^^et -^\i\» *^^^'^- 
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npon the table. There are none on the bnflfets 

eitter. Don't seem to understand it. In the 

very height of the strawberry season, we never 

saw a strawberry. Now, in this country they are 

more reasonable. There isn't a little railway 

bufiEfet between this and Marseilles or Bordeaux, on 

the north coast, that is not decorated with flowers 

and. handsome stands of fruit. And there are 

fifty things along the counter ; drinks for the men 

2^d sweet things for the women ; coffee and tea 

and soup always ready; beautiful grapes and 

pea^x-s ; chocolates and candies ; and cakes — as 

ma.xiy as we could show in our own country. Same 

^^ "the hotels, on the boulevards — everywhere. 

-^t -the Napolitain you have a dozen or fifteen ices 

to cihoose from. That's smart.' 

* I test you by your bread,' said the Honourable 

Mlxr. Ruggles Pick ; * by the bread your poor eat 

^^d that which the Frenchman, the German, and 

tt^ Italian consumes. Tours is a flat, tasteless 

lo5^^ that yields very little nourishment ; and still, 

I u,m aware, against any change in it the ragged 

Londoner would fight tooth and nail. The Irish- 

^a^n, at the height of the famine, yelled at the 

^^^evolent people who offered him maize flour. 

■"•^ll a poor weaver in Spitalfields that he was 

*'^ have rye-bread, or any new bread cheaper than 

^® old, familiar loaf, and he would put himself in 

^^ attitude of defence.* 

TPhe Honourable Mrs. Rugglea T?\ek ^^^ai^ 
:e in for the glory of the stars anQi ^\iv5^^\ 
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* Then see, sir, how vegetables are treated in 
England. We have endless ways of preparing 
vegetables. I can find them only just bofled and 
served — and two or three varieties, not more, in 
England. Who ever heard there of dandelions 
for greens : or ate a cold cabbage salad, or under- 
stood squashes, or fried cucumbers, or salsifis— 
we call it the oyster plant ? Salsifis toast is one 
of Mr. Pick's favourite dishes.' 

^I put it second to nothing in the way of vege- 
table,' said that dignitary. 

^Tomato sauce! Why, your English cooks 
have not the beginning of an idea of it. TheS 
don't know what tomato toast means, nor gre^"^ 
melons, nor egg-plants, nor how to use rice. Th^^""^ 
salads are diserraceful ' 



' Except the lobster, my dear,' Mr. Pick inte: 
posed. ^Lobster salads, in some houses — mine?' 
only in some houses — they can do, and that's ^ 
fact. But it's a plain salad after all; the e^'' 
cellence of the ino^redients makes the dish. Tt^ 
sprinkling of capers, or the welcome surprise C^^ 
an anchovy fillet, you seldom, if ever, see. An^ 
that's where I find fault with the English cook^'* 
They've no invention ; their taste is blunt ; tlie.^ 
are fellows of few resources. They want a whoL^ 
hatterie de cuisine to fry a sole and roast a fowJ- *• 
Ask them what you shall have for dinner, an^- 
they haven't the ghost of a suggestion. Thei-* 
waste is diabolical, in anafcvoTL^lilchyour scientific ^^ 
men all combine m aa^m^ V^ x^A^-^t^^. -^^ssjja^^ 



t 



rffl? SWSST AST. Ill 

*»iy 'hluiitnese ; but that's why ivo Anifiiieans run 
"tliixjugh London and stay in Paris. By the way, 
you're great in pickles, that yon are ; and Crosse's 
^liuinb and Blackwell's finger cover Europe in that 
I*articular.' 

' But,' the lady interposed, ' they've no pickled 
I*«a^hes.' 

'Because they ean't raise the peaches; no fault 
***" theirs — that ain't.' 

We've got pickled beets, pickled butter-- 

-X»*8 ' 

Ain't got buttemuta neither.' 
Well, then, my dear, pickled eggs— tliey*^ 
^^^■t eggs.' 

'Too dear to pickle, Mrs. Pick,' 
Pickled tomatoes — come.' 
Yes, there you have 'em, my deaa 



» 



„^ ' Then look at our pies,' the Honourable Mrs. 
"*^nggleB Pick continued, elated by her victory in 
^^e tomato field. ' Our pumpkin pies alone, our 
'^Jied pumpkin, our grated pumpkin, our whortle- 
tfcerry and choke-cherry pies, our squash pie. Then 
"Vve have the boiled potato pudding — they have 
X*otatoes, I believe, Mr. Pick— — ' 

The honourable gentleman assented, with a 
formal bow. 

'Our boiled corn pudding, Jessie's com pud- 
ding, rich boiled Indian pudding, tapioca, and sago 
^^B ^pple puddings, com starch pudding, gii^sy's ^ud- 
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* They've got gipsies,' said Mr. Pick, grimly 
smiling. 

' Then Peggy's family pudding, cracked wheat 
pudding, hominy dessert pudding, the Southerners* 
and the Northerners' baked potato puddings, 
orange pudding, Isabella cream — creams by the 
score. They have cream, my dear? ' 

* They have, and so there's no excuse for 'em. 
It isn't that they waste it by leaving it in the 
milk.' 

* Flummery, my dear ! ' Mrs. Pick exclaimed, 
with the conviction that the magic word would 
stir the blood of her lord. 'Then potato hlanc- 
mange — an excellent dainty for poor people ; lemon 
kisses, mother's custard, four-fruit jelly, one-two- 
three cake, a delicious family treat, green currant 
jeUy.' 

' The only jelly in the world, to my taste,' 
was the Honourable Euggles Pick's solemnly ex- 
pressed opinion. ' Never saw it on this side the 
Atlantic' 

* And, my dear Euggles, I don't think it's very 
likely you ever will.' 

*You see, sir,' said the honourable gentleman, 
turning to your humble servant, 'we are go-ahead 
in the kitchen as well as in the parlour and bureau. 
We're on the look-out for everything that's good, 
profitable, cheap, to be turned to use any way. 
You laughed at the French people for eating frogs: 
we tasted 'em, found 'em ftrat-Ta^ta, and we're the 
largest consumers oi tliexn. m ^^ \flxi^^'tefc--Tis^ 
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Kcing tlie Fi-ench themselves. Froggmg 
ome a great mduatry in the marshy gronnds of 
Buffalo. We calculate that in the season some 
two thousand pairs of legs are eaten in Buffalo, 
fverj day.' 

I readily agreed with the honourable gentlt 
fcttn that his conntrjmen were very far in advani 
P the English as explorers and experimental phi. 
bophers in the way of food. I retm'ned to oi 
pginal point in a manner that pleased him, by 
Tling him that nothing showed the superiority 
p Ilia countrymen more than the varieties in form, 
1 flavour, they had contrived to give to their 
;h8 or pastes ; while the English people have 
mained as stationary as the Chinese. I quoted 
actor Letheby to liim, who has laid it down that 
tile baking of leavened bread should he eo managed 
fia to ensure the thorough heating of the loaf to 
the temperature of at least two hundred and twelve 
degrees of Fahrenheit, in order that the insoluble 
starch may be changed by the heat into soluble 
^Kxtrine. The crust should be light-coloured a 
; bat it should he all over the loaf. This 
bt effected when loaves are baked singly, as 
B Continent, and not in batches, as with ua ; for 
t the last case, the top and bottom crusts are 
hack and hard, and are frequently scorched, while 
the interior of the loaf is doughy and underdone. 
Our philosophers have been preaching this at the 
iera and the public for years ; but no, air, thej 
pgall the bread just the same, in ^qoB-TeVuiic^ 
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four sides of which have no crust. It is imper- 
fect bread, in much of which the insoluble starch 
has not been changed into soluble dextrine. The 
top and bottom crusts are always, as Doctor 
Letheby says, thick and hard; and, in short, 
instead of getting perfectly baked bread as the 
poorest person has in France — you have a bread 
that is not so palatable as it might be, and is not 
BO wholesome as it might be into the bargain. 

* What they call household bread in England,' 
Mrs. Pick said, with a little shudder, * I couldn't 
manage to eat anyhow. The little crusty loaves 
— I don't know what they call them, were better; 
but not what we call perfect bread by any means.' 

* We know it, madam,* I replied. * This 
very Dr. Letheby has told us that the complete 
baking is best efiFected when loaves are baked 
singly, as on the Continent, and not in batches, as 
in England ; because in the batches, as I have 
said, the top and bottom crusts are thick and hard, 
while the interior of any batch is underdone. One 
of our busy men has collected samples of the 
bread of Europe; and they have been lectured 
upon. Another has called our attention to rye- 
bread, and has distributed samples of it, as it was 
made according to the formula of the Board of 
Agriculture in France, of 1795. Now this, a 
cheap, thoroughly wholesome and sustaining bread, 
is made of one part of rice and four parts of rye 
ground together. Baked in long rolls, so that the 
necessary heat laay AAiotoxx^^sA:^ x<i^a.s5s>L\!^^'-^^ffiisifift 
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a most nxLtritions and palatable bread ; but it is of a 
dark colour. Try to get English, people to eat it ; 
try to force them to muncli it in the workhouses ; 
and you would see a few riots. It can be made at 
less than a penny a pound ; but make it, and see 
how many customers you would get, even in the 
east end of London. I know that when I was 
travelling in Sweden, I ate nothing save this 
^* flat brod," a rye-bread baked like a thin biscuit, 
the primitive baking, which is perhaps the wisest, 
after aU our struggles of science to get together 
a fiiultless staff of life. And I liked it much. It 
is a warm bread, most grateful to the palate, with 
capercailzie, and after schnapps, and with the 
prospect of a bottle of port, which our good neigh- 
bours, the Swedes, much affect.' 

*Tou must understand, sir,' the Honourable 
Buggies Pick said, while he selected a prodigious 
cigar from his case for his morning's smoke, ^ we 
have got a good deal of our variety, as well as our 
intrepidity as experimentalists, from the Germans, 
the Irish, the Indians, aye, and the Spaniards. 
The German is a cautious, cheap liver. Talk of 
living on a little : he can do it, right well ; but he 
hasn't a pretty palate. Most of the things we 
have got from him we could do without, that is, I 
and you could ; but it has told well on the work- 
ing classes.' 

* Abominable messes are the German foods, I 
think. Buggies, dear,' said Mrs. Pick, AiktQ^Ssi'^ 
her face into a hundred wrinklea* 

I 2 
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' It is 80, mj dear ; bat this gentleman is talk- 
ing about cheap living; how poor people waste 
what thej might eat ; how thej refuse good food 
because they are ignorant, and educated people 
won't teach them. It is one of the questions of 
the day, Mrs. Pick.' 

*Then I leave you to discuss it over your 
smoke. Ton don't want to know anything more 
about our pies, do you, sir 9 ' the lady asked me as 
she rose. 

I assured her I had ah^ady laid myself under 
deep obligations to her for her lesson in the Sweet 
Art; so she left us, as she said, pleasantly, 'to 
fight the bakers.' 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE FABM KITCHEN. 



*^ the pot au feu and the pignatta were the O] 
*^o ajivantages the Fi-ench and Italian farmer and 
*arn2,]a,bourer had over the British farmer and his 
I^B^''*n, thp advantage of the foreigners would not be 
^^r^i Unimportant one. Madaiue Marceline Michaux, 
^V^ ter 'Farm Kitchen/ published under tbeautho- 
il "^y of the minister of agriculture — a book avow- 
^'^-'y written for small proprietors and agricul- 
^^■Hl laboiu^ers, touches at once on the fot att 
'^'^, It ia the corner-stone of every economical 
^tchen. She pretends that her book is written to 
^^ch workmen and labourers, and proprietors wh(^^ 
P*-Oiigh their own hectares, how to vary — keepiaj^H 
^^onomy strictly in view — the sameness and i^SflH 
^^idity of their regime. According to her, the foo^B 
^^p&ten in French farm kitchens ia primitive, 
^^FUivaried, and often dearer than a more varied 
^" cuisine would be. If her remark be just in its 
application to the farm kitchens in which I have 
eaten cabbage soup, eggs hrouilles, omelettes with 
^^■Jwcon, delicious cakes of fried CTeam^ — ^\l^it t\\ft Uafe 
^Bf ££e memories of my teefh. Vu ^Tr\.yfa,"D.-3,"§^»st- 
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mandy, Picardy, and elsewhere would carry me for 
away from Madame Michaux — I say, if her remark 
apply to places within the range of my experience, 
how would she describe the diet of an EngUsh 
ploughman P I should surprise the reader with her 
idea of a monotonous and primitive kitchen. Not 
that you may not fiud scores of very poor villages 
in France where coarse bread and sonp are the 
chief fare the year round ; and the villagers look 
weak and woe-begone. I have seen, not twenty 
miles from Paris, hovels that could not be out- 
matched in Connemara. But the dwellers therein 
are more self-helpful than their English or Irish 
brothers would be in their predicament. They 
understand something of the bounty of Mother 
Earth, and will feed at her bosom, where the 
Irish woman would sit wailing and nursing her 
knees. When the new era in popular education 
shall have reached all the villages of France, and 
it shall have become possible for such simple in- 
structions as Madame Michaux offers to penetrate 
the homes of the hundreds of thousands of smj 
landowners of the territory that owes allegis 
to M. Thiers, their condition will be speedilj 
ameliorated, for they will prove apt scholars in 
art that will teach them new methods of putting-, 
pence into the old stocking. 

What a cosy, bright, argumentative bod-^Br 
Madame Michaux is ! She takes her country-foi^PZZt 
into her confidence at 0Tice,2bSii^%ka them what j^ 
the use of getting a perfect Vxio^X^^^ qI^esJ^^oss" 
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gardening, wliile the wife indoors has not the 
smallest idea of cooking economically the produce 
of the garden. Economy in growing must be 
supplemented by economy in cooking. The perfect 
gardener should be able to hand his cabbages, peas, 
salads, and herbs to the perfect cook, who should 
liardly be at a loss for a dish, even when the family, 
like Mr. Thackeray's little Billy and companions, 
had come to the last split pea. While the gardener 
should be ready to grow every new vegetable 
presented to him by travellers, the cook should be 
so far above prejudice as to give it a fair trial ; 
every item of food added to the general stock 
being a benefit to humanity. Madame Michaux 
has her little hord of maxims, and uses them 
discreetly, knowing their effect upon the bucolic 
mind. When she is begging her readers to buy 
good pots and pans, and to save a little money to 
this end, she tells them it is the habit of those who 
have very little in their purses to spend more than 
the rich. She describes how a workman's kitchen 
battery should be composed, and dwells on the 
waste of cheaper vessels. An iron pot is a better 
investment than the tin saucepan ; this is the key- 
note. 

With the observation that an earthenware ves- 
sel makes a better pot an feu than a metal one, and 
that the old pot is better by far than the new, — ^two 
items of knowledge familiar to the poorest house- 
liolds, by the way, — madame plunges into sou^js — 
BonpB within resbch of the smaQ. i^TTxiet ^tA ^ovs^fc 
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of liis sliepherds. Her observations on the fo"izK. ni- 
dation of the pot aufeu are excellent in this, tlm^ 3,t 
she gives simple reasons for directions, that "w^ ^ 
appeal forcibly to her saving readers. No gotr:^^ 
broth, she insists, is obtainable by putting the be?^ ^ 
into boiling water, because the beef contains 
liquid exactly like the white of an egg. It ^--^ .. 
what learned people call albumen. If you attack^ ^ 
suddenly with boiling water it becomes solid, an^ -^^ 
thus it prevents the juices of the meat from e^^^^-i 
caping to form a good broth. Pat the meat in colc^ 
water, and the albumen will flow into it as it warm^ ^^^^ 
gradually upon the firo, and the juices of the meal 
follow, without interruption. This is a very sen-- 
sible way of putting the case before the reader : 
but I contend, and from experience, and affceiC^^*^ 
serious conversation with competent judges, thal"-^^'^ 
madame's is a wasteful — a shamefully wastef u -^=^ --■]^ 
process. When the meat is put upon the fire ir^-^ ^^ 
cold water the albumen escapes, as the water ^^^^^^^ 
warms : true. But what becomes of it? It is s -^ ^ 
valuable food. Why, it rises to the surface ii^Sz n 
thick masses and the cook skims it, and throws ii: ** ^ 
away — wasting a very valuable part of herj^of ar-^^^ ^^ 
feu or hoidllon, 

I dined lately with an experimentalist who ha» 
heard the subject discussed. He produced as fin 
a bouillon, superb in the full flavour of all 
juices of the meat, as civilised man could desire^ 
and he told us that he ^2l^ ^ convert to boilin: 
water. All his life liis bomllou\i'ab^ ^\»"au\\fc\^'>^ 
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9vater ; but he was convinced of the error of 
Uys, and, although his cook was in despair at 
liange, he should have his beef plunged for 
iture into boiling water. 
Che fallacy of the old plan is evident at a 
e/ he exclaimed to his wife, who was still 
om conversion. * With the cold-water process 
ire continually skimming valuable elements 
>ur food from the surface of the pot ; with 
boiling water process there is nothing to 
You keep all your beef's juices in your 
on, 

Madame Michaux tells her readers that the 

water process is in harmony with the the- 

of the savantsy but this I politely deny, 

)eg to refer her to the Baron Liebig. 

rbain-Dubois, in his 'School for Cooks,' I 

• recommends the cold water plan, adding that 

3 skimming be not complete the bouillon re- 

a disagreeable taste of albumen; and I am 

of his opinion that 2ipot aufeu with a fine 

1 and a little veal thrown in is better than the 

ary pot. But we are in the country, among 

servants, and with a teacher who is a pro- 

r of economy. Even among people who have 

re, and some experience of good things, the 

»f part of the meat is improper. Give me, by 

Leans, the pot aufeu of the gourmet, and I 

make an admirable dinner of it. But don't 

le it is an economical dish. So, I repeat, the 

e/eu^ as explained by "Miaji^bTCL*^ ^\OGajoa. \k> 

i 
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the farmer's wife and the cantonnier's daughter, 
is a mistake. These cannot afford to lose the al- 
bumen, and will not be offended by — ^will not be 
conscious of — its taste. 

Madame has nearly forty plain soups which 
she recommends to the farm kitchen, the ingredi- 
ents of which are both cheap and handy on every 
farm. Even her bacon soup would be a new era 
in many an English labourer's cottage. She turns 
lentils (why are these unknown in the poor districts 
of our towns ?), haricots, pumpkin, leeks, sorrel, 
turnips, cabbages, swedes, to account, and twists 
her simple ingredients into new dishes with a cun- 
ning hand. She tells the labourer's wife to throw 
a bit of mutton into her pot, to pepper and salt 
well, drop in a suspicion of garlic (the English 
woman would not be behindhand with an onion 
instead), and boil. When the boiling is strong 
she may cast in a fine cabbage, and vegetables 
that are handy. If she wants to give the family 
dish a savour that will commend it particularly to 
all, she mav add a bit of bacon. With this sh© 
has a good, substantial, palatable meal for husbani 
and children. Suppose the soup remaining is no^ 
enouofh for another meal, madame recommendstU^ 
housewife to scrape Dutch cheese upon slices o* 
bread, and throw them into the dish, and pour tt*-^ 
boiling soup upon them. 

But when there is no meat at hand, why shoul^ 
Joe's wife be utterly at a loss to give him som ^ 
thing hot and savoury \>eioic^\ife%Q^"s»\R> ^^-^^ 
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^e morning, or when he returns home P Madame 
ichaux says onion soup. A little fat thrown to 
5Wn in the pot, followed by an onion, or even two, 
^pped fine, the whole left to brown thoroughly, 
ten this is done, and the neighbourhood, if the 
ghbourhood have a nose, is quite sure that it is 
le, pour in a jug or two of boiling water, with 
J and pepper. Then give it two or three sharp 
ns of boiling. Have a dish at hand, upon 
ich the onion soup is poured, as Joe returns. If 
iish of potatoes be handier than bread, they 
I be almost as good. Joe's wife has another re- 
Jce. If she desire to be very engaging to Joe, 
'' can powder the bread with grated Dutch cheese 
tlirow in thin slices of this between the layers 
Iread. Or can anything be simpler than this ? 
tow all the crusts and stale bread into the pot, 
'h water and a good sprinkling of salt. Pre- 
tly add a little fat, dripping, or butter ; let the 
p boil till the bread is in a complete pnlp. Two 
pped eggs will improve it, or some chopped 
^5 or any other vegetables or seasoning within 
•li. Suppose potatoes are the chief resource of 
family for the moment, with a few spring onions, 
B sorrel, and a little chervil, a most refreshing 
»- may be made. But Joe's wife knows nothing 
i>.t chervil, which she might grow in a corner of 
garden, nor of sorrel, which she might send 
toys out to pick in the fields. She is ignorant 
*o many herbs and vegetables which Madame 
Jwflx knows the most prim.itive 'Ei^uOcl\iqk\ss>^- 
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wife haB at her elbows, that it would be just now 
lost time even to run through the names of the other 
nutritions soups which are recommended in the 
^ Farm Kitchen' that is issued with the approbation 
of the French minister of agriculture. But let the 
reader mark this example of a saving kitchen. 

Madame Michaux says, when your beans are 
cooked, and taken out of the water, mind you 
don't throw away the green bouillon from which 
you withdraw them. On the contrary, like a 
thrifty housewife, add to it a handful of sorrel 
and chervil chopped fine, and some milk, and a bit 
of butter. Put the necessary bread into your 
bowl, and pour the soup upon it. 

Madame proceeds with her julienne^ her carrot^^^ZD 
soup, her rice and milk soups, and they are excel — ^f J 
lent, as addressed to the poor French farmer's ^"-'i 
wife. But what would Joe's wife say to themP -Mii 
Hardly half of the materials are known to he r-» ^r 
though they are all cheap and simple. She ma^^-^st] 
understand the cabbage soup, if she is told t^^iJ^ t( 
throw into the pot a fine cabbage, chopped ui^mzMi] 
with a leek and an onion ; when the pot boils pwn^" ^^ 
salt and pepper, and then let the soup gently cook^^oik 
Half fill the soup-bowl with bread, and add a luTnM"nr~ai] 
of butter (but Joe's wife will have no butter 9^ ^ 
spare, so we say dripping), and pour the soup boit^^^il- 
ing upon it. 

When Madame Michaux passes on to vegetablc^^— es, 

she ieaves Joe's wife hopelessly in the rear. It • is 

only here and there she cau\xw^ ^^Qt^^'>iSs5.'C-^i±\va 



>0r Englishwoman, wlio haa never heard of half 

the Tegetables that are in a French kitchen garden. 
Madame insinuates some twenty cheap and tooth- 
some -ways of cooking cabbages, and her ideas 
about haricots are infinite. She can make a diah 
of cooked watercressea ; these are a cheap and 
_ agreeable substitute for spinach ; her lettuce au 
h^s is a delicate diah, and her lettuce stalks au 
mf^^unc should be tried by the experimental philoso- 
m t'Tier. So orderly and thorough is madame, that 
H>Bili,e opens her chapter on turnips by dividing them 
K^*lto three categories. She has a civil word to say 
Bof onions, and of tbc shabby, backstairs way 
■"people have of liking them ; and then she suggests 
P^'^* onion salad garnished with salt herrings, and a 
^^lad of potatoes, beetroot, and onions. It seems 
^liat the parsley root, cooked like salsifis is of fine 
favour ; that dandelion, either as a salad or boiled, 
*% an excellent vegetable ; and that mange-tout 
t^eas are a precious resource for the housewife. I 
*lave seen them in nearly every Continental market, 
l^ot never in England. On potatoes madame 
^eads farmers' and workmen's wives a lecture, 
"telling them the baked ia more valuable than the 
toiled, and that Belgian housewives set a good 
Example to their French sisters in peeling pota- 
"toea, instead of wastefully cutting off the skin, 
"the part nearest the skin being the better part. 
^Madame'a suggestions for making good dishes 
1 potatoes and a fevf herbs would ictoYmVVci 
lorln'sh familj: 
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It is tnie, as madame says, that in France 
there are salads to any taste, of any form, and of 
ever}'' colonr. But try to teach a countrymaa in 
England to eat a maUow salad, or one of dande- 
lion and chervil. He begins and ends with a let- 
tuce. Even this he cannot mix properly. Ma- 
dame tells him that lettuce, with a little vinegar, 
salt, and melted bacon fat, will make him a good 
dish. A salad of hard eggs and watereresses is 
recommended. From vegetables and salads the 
farmer's gracious guide travels through fish, flesh, 
and fowl, offering, by the way, a hundred sugges- 
tions for contriving new dishes out of the simplest 
materials. Her omelettes are a little book in 
themselves. The confidence with which she re- 
commends her dainty combinations to her poor 
countrymen, shows the knowledge of culinary 
matters which they have already, and how apt are 
the scholars to whom she appeals. She has in 
view exclusively the French menageres who have 
the old domestic proverb hanging somewhere near 
the festoon of dried carrots (for the soup), ^ Tout 
vient a point qui tient mSnage,' Her hope of suc- 
cess lies in the general resolve to save, out of the 
hardest life, something to cover old bones in the 
setting sun. 

The resolve is very curiously illustrated in the 
domestic economy proverbs of French country 
people. You must be able to save a pear until 
jou are thirsty. The hou-ae k built with farthings. 
You must not buy yoxxx n^oo9l ot ^Q>ax ^q»'^^^rV^^'^ 
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freezes. Three movings are equivalent to a fire. 
Provide in the summer for the winter, if you 
would avoid want. Proverbs of this kind are ever 
on the lips of the working French, and this con- 
centration of their minds on the principle of saving 
keeps them alive to every suggestion that gives 
promise of economy. The French peasant was 
easily taught, by Monsieur Raspail, to drink bur- 
rage tea, and to delight in the aroma of it. 

Let any social doctor who may be anxious to 
test the pliability of the English agricultural 
labourer, as a pupil, accost him with the following 
proposition : * My good man, I have, I assure you, 
from the bottom of my heart, the liveliest' interest 
in your welfare. Now the tea you di'ink is detes- 
table, adulterated, and very dear stuff. It does you 
no good: now take my advice, grow burrage, 
which will cost you nothing, and drink burrage 
tea. It helps digestion, is a sudorific, has a de- 
lightful aroma, and will have no bad effects on 
yonr nerves, or the nerves of your wife.' 

I am lost in conjectures as to the fate that 
would befal the doctor. He might be bonneted, 
elbowed into a briar hedge, reminded that the 
horse-pond was near, or recommended to confine 
his attention to his own tea-cup. But the unlike- 
liest result of all, would be thanks for his sugges- 
tion; no, no, the unlikeliest would be the trial 
of it. 

'Then why, my dear Fin-Bee/ Mx. BloQ^xssa*- i 
burjr Baker whispered in my ear Qa.e caJi^a \ji^^\s^- ' 
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Bee, tout courty already — but then lie is a man wl 
holds Prince Bismarck's bntton-hole when 1 
likes), — * why do you advance your friend, Madau 
MichauxP* 

^ I lead the forlorn hope. Perhaps somebod 
may make her acquaintance, and enter upon 
village campaign. I promise a dozen pots i 
begin with, to the first twelve pioneers.' 



THE RULER OF THE ROAST. 129 



CHAPTEE XI. 

THE RULEB OP THE BOAST. 

:e Euler of the Eoast lives in the Faubourg St. 
jiiis. Where else should he live, if not in that 
>8t bustling of Paris streets, which has escaped 
e hand of the Baron Haussmann ; and, by some 
Iraculous chance, has not been fired, nor pulled 
>wn for barricade materials by the shirtless lovers 
liberty, the begrimed advocates of equality, and 
le armed wranglers for fraternity ? It lies in the 
lick of that devoted part of the capital which 
irtaiu gentlemen in blouses, and with short pipes, 
ive mapped out as the battle-field of the regene- 
Ltion of the human race. Somewhere near the 
»rrid spot where the Euler of the Eoast stands — 
s thumbs glistening with the rich flavour of his 
its — ^the staff of some Pipe-en-Bois will gather 
^sently to put the world to rights, by a general 
aptying of people's pockets to begin with. But, 
IT the moment. Monsieur Toumebroche is lord 
•ramount in a kingdom of geese, fowls, turkeys, 
tbits, hares, and rows of joints of meat, that lie 
'one to his broad hands, and within reach of hia 
^iokling eye. How artfully he laaa Sos^^^^^^'ca. 
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to the view of the troops of bargain-loving house- 
wives and cooks who are passing by, intent on a 
cheap dinner. The square cuts of roast goose, ihj 
sections of fowl, veal and beef, that are arrauged 
upon a marble slab near the door, are flanked bj 
ropes of partridges and wreaths of larks. Th( 
thrush lies at hand, cased in fat, and ready for ib( 
spit. I see him too, next door, truffled, for fifteei 
sous, lying near partridges, showing * the diamoni 
of the kitchen ' through their skins, at a trifle uncle: 
four francs each. The rabbits and hares have no 
a pleasant look, so we travel to the lines of capon 
and turkeys, the beaks of which just escape th 
white cap of proud Monsieur Tournebroche, as h 
passes outward from his two or three yards ( 
fire to get a little fresh air, and present his hanJ 
some person to the gaze of the faubourg. 

He glances to the right and left, and sees tha 
a brisk business is going forward. The vegetaW 
barrows are passing along, mostly governed I 
women, who are as clean and self-respecting as tl: 
traders in the shops, let me observe by the ^a; 
The cauliflowers are going off at a tremendous ra1 
to-day ; and some small fresh herrings, in the oddei 
little fishmonger's (the corner of an Auvergnat 
wood and coke store), laid out upon fresh fern 
are fought for at one or two sous each. A gatu 
lady stands at the grocer's comer, before tvi 
basket of snails ; also by the grocer's comer is a 
open tub of olives, at about sixpence the half kil< 
gramme. That mwst \)e ^ ^oo^ K\rq^t^Qa^^\i 
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door, with one little section of his black shop 
giyen np to an old fishwoman, and just room for 
a chair and a board at the other comer ceded to 
a girl who is selling violets. Violets in November 
--and in plenty! The little bunches are stuck 
in the bosoms of the work-girls who are out 
marketing; and at Montmartre, poor Theophile 
Gantier's fresh grave was covered with them this 
morning. There is my old friend, Madame Bar- 
Kzon, buying her Neuchatel for three sous, and 
we what a choice she has. The Brie, the Roque- 
fort—but I cannot run through the list. There 
is a cheesemonger in the Rue St. Honore who 
lH)a8ts over fifty varieties in his windows. Ma- 
dame Barbizon has her basket distingue^ and 
Monsieur Tournebroche has caught sight of her, 
and says to himself, * Ha ! ha ! she has been com- 
pBlled to descend to us from her Montmartre 
I>eights, and will be playing her wiles upon me 
Presently for a demi-poulet It shall go hard with 
ker,' Grapes, apples, and pears are selling by the 
pound. You may tell how many mouths the very 
tlrifty nUnagere is marketing for, by the number of 
apples she buys. It is a copper market essentially. 
Only on the flaming and fragrant premises of 
Ifongieur Tournebroche is a five-franc piece seen, 
Irhen a roast fowl is carried off for a homely 
feast. 

The little domestic dinner-market in Mont . 
^nartare, to which I was introduced \yy tq^ ^<^^ 
ftiooif Madame Barbizon, was but a "VicAa-^^^- 

K 2 
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comer market of a very rongli description; but 
where Monsieur Tonrnebroche figures, the most 
Parisian of the Parisians are located. It is the 
centre of the theatrical population, of the com- 
mercial classes, of the dealers in and the makers of, 
the Article Paris. As I turned the comer, I re- 
cognised groups of actors and actresses of the 
third class — the supreme lady of the Eldorado, the 
comic singer of the Champs Elysees ; thrifty folk, 
most of them, who will pick up a dainty dinner 
in pennyworths along the Faubourg presently, 
and be queens and redoubtable chiefs after a 
quarter of one of Monsieur Toumebroche's poMsy 
eaten within sight of the spits. Yonder poor, 
clean-faced actor has just bought a little bunch 
of black grapes at a barrow ; and in his pocket b© 
has a paper of sardines, another of galantine. S^ 
will buy a sou dinner-roll, and then, in his littJ^ 
room on the fifth, he will gaily prepare to b^ 
the grand homme at the circus at nine o'clock, io^ 
it is he who so closely resembles the hero o* 
Austerlitz. This is the way all this bustling 
crowd lives from day to day. Clerks of tb^ 
Marais and of the Faubourg Montmartre; thei^ 
wives who do a little humble work quietly in theft* 
rooms; poor art-manufacturers, who can jns* 
employ a man and a boy to help them ; genteel 
and ungenteel ouvriers en chamhre (how much the 
happier are the ungenteel !) ; small tradesmen of 
all descriptions, deaigiver^ oi fesas and patterns, 
and painters on cTaina— ^W ^^^ ^^ "^^ ^^^x^^ccws^- 
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^Band picking up their meims as they pass along. 
Wiat variety of living they enjoy ! The mar- 
chands des quatre saisons are truly representative 
dealers, and bring spring and summer, and autumn 
and winter to their customers, in all the fruits and 
growths of these seasons. It is not only the diner 
at the gilded restaurants, nor the inhahitanta of 
Premiers and seconds, who know what green 
aJinonJs, wild strawberries, peaches and apricots, 
melons and green figs, grapes and ai-tichokes, to- 
Utttoes and salaifis, cardons and aubergines, mean. 
All these pass along the Faubourg Pantagruei, and 
few are the wives, or masters, or journeymen, 
rtists who buy beyond their means. 
Konsieur Toui'nebroche is not a giver of credit, 
3 this is DO eccentricity or sternness of character 
m his case. Credit is not an idea that is common 
in the Faubourg Pantagruei. Credit would very 
Won destroy it. One reason why this daily diuner- 
•Barket exists is that the buyers will not have 
**!dit. What they want, and are determined to 
"lave, is their fuU money's-worth, and this is not 
^he had unless you have the money in hand. 
The villainous money-lender of the poor, who 
thrives in the low quarters of London and Liver- 
pool, living upon the marrow of the starveling, 
fill find no kindred rascal here. The poor are 
iiany, as you may see, when they ai-e buying the 
itz-eous square of veal, the leek, and the salad for 
heir dinner ; as you may discern when they are 
( ilie l/in-i-iere •juinijimUcs^ wlieve ttiC'^ la^l ^"^a I 
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for three or five sous ; there are the jpauvres h(ypn^ 
teuXy and the assistes^ who are on the books c:> 
their bureau de hienfaisance ; but none of theisc 
are the victims of the bowelless usurer ; none harve 
had their beds taken from them through a hill 
of sale; none have been brought into the open 
streets, upon the macadam, into the mud, by a loan 
of sixty per cent., sanctioned by the law, and coun- 
tenanced by the local magistrate, even to the strip- 
ping of their garrets. If such loan-offices existed in 
the little streets which run east and west from the 
Faubourg Pantagruel, and the laws were as cruel 
and purblind as those of England in regard to 
small debts, you would not wait long before you ob- 
served the evil effects of leaving poor folk at the 
mercy of the usurer, by helping the usurer to strip 
him, and leave him to the workhouse or the Bureau 
de Bienfaisance. As the case stands here, among 
these needy purchasers, there is no extravagance, 
because extravagance is impossible. It was Paley 
who remarked that ready money was a salutary 
check on the imagination. The poor man who is 
in a place where ready money is the strict rule is a 
very fortunate, if he be a thoroughly thrifty, man. 
And if he be not thrifty in the beginning, the 
ready-money system will teach him to be so ^^ 
a few rough lessons. Set up a tally-shop in the 
midst of the dealers of the Faubourg Pantagruel, 
and lay before these bustling housewives, ^ho 
have the shrewdest sense of the value of every 
centime of their mone^^AAi^ %^^\»^\si Q^^\ssjii^ 
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■^^glisli tallyman proceeds to undermine the work- 
^^ji's house, and the faubourg would not be long 
*^ stoning the adventurer's shop-front. In short, 
^X^ply English debtor and creditor laws, and par- 
'•ioularly those of the county courts, to this 
■^Visiest bit of Paris, and the result would be the 
destruction of the little trade in dianers which 
^ow proceeds on the best terms between buyer 
8.iid seller. I should like very much to accompany 
One of the sages who opposed Mr. Bass's Bill for 
the total abolition of imprisonment for debt over 
the Faubourg Pantagruel, which is but a mighty 
cupboard, a larder some half-mile in length. It 
stretches from the Boulevard Magenta to the 
Porte St. Denis, and the whole length of it ex- 
)iibits in a hundred forms the ingenuity of 
food traders catering for a tasteful, orderly, saving 
iuce* 

Now Monsieur Tournebroche's I take to be the 
most economical establishment in the market, 
albeit it is the most aristocratic and pretentious 
as to appointments. Half the premises are a long 
kitchen, and half a fairly-appointed restaurant. 
Along part of one side of the kitchen, where the 
mighty fires blaze, are rows of benches and bare 
tables, at which diners can consume a rot they 
liave bought on the spot. The front, towards the 
window, must be the frontispiece to the book, 
ahould any unctuous and knowing pen ever write 
the history of the Quartier Pantagruel. There 
lived a,t Antwerp, in the opening ^e^x^ ^i ^^ 
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seventeenth century, one Francis Snyders, who 
could have done justice to the splendour of the 
picture Monsieur Tournebroche turns daily to his 
admiring quarter. The leading incident or in- 
terest of the picture is a basket of the finest fruit 
of the season, adjusted daintily, very much like 
the Empress Eugenie, as Winterhalter posed her 
surrounded by her ladies of honour. Here the 
attendant beauties are rosy apples, bunches of 
grapes, thrown as though the autumn breeze had 
cast them there, the deep red cherry, hillocks of 
wild strawberries half hidden in ferns, with 
melons for sentinels ; then the deep neutral tint 
of the black radish, the delicate whites and greens 
of cauliflower, celery, chicory, or escarolle, wanned 
with young carrot bunches, or strongly relieved by 
beet, bulbous and rubicund as Bardolph's nose. 
The deeper greens near the outer circle are sup- 
plied by cabbage and spinach, prepared and cleansed 
as they should be ready for the cook, the cooler 
corners lightened by creams of St. Gervais or else- 
where. And then had rich picture ever a more 
glorious framework than the capons of Mans, the 
pendent hares, the festoons of larks, and sentinels 
of turkeys drawn up in a severe row in front? He 
who painted at Antwerp the picture, with lobster 
for central interest (an honour he owes obviously 
to his colour), in which asparagus, pigeons, snipe? 
and artichokes are thrown together with a master s 
witchery, would have done justice to the taste of 
Afonsieur Tournebioc\ie. '^\^iXl^x ^^'a.\v^\^'^^^^<^'^ 
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ras before his time, or Monsieur Toumebroclie 
hould have been his contemporary in Antwerp. 

Peeping through the doorway, I see the 
enches crammed with diners, the fires blistering 
nd browning scores of birds, attendants emptying 
oup from cans into plates, and opposite the fires 
Lnes of poultry, hares, rabbits, and meats waiting 
heir turn. Monsieur Tournebroche, in spotless 
^hite, is chief figure of the scene, and when he 
las to bargain with a lady about one of his 
lirds on the spit, his gallantry is of a superb 
Lind. Near the open doors are marble tables, 
ipon which are ranged sections of goose, capon, 
lack, turkey, and veal, and over each table the 
)rices-^f orty centimes, fifty centimes, up to eighty 
sentimes — are marked in enamelled letters. At 
jach. table there is a long bright fork for the use 
)f customers. Each customer, as he approaches 
ihe table bearing the price he is prepared to give, 
:akes up the fork, and, with much deliberation 
ind knowingness, selects his morsel. At the 
>pposite side of the tables is a buxom girl, in 
mowy bib and sleeves, who is ready to wrap the 
3liosen piece in fine white paper, tie it as a parcel, 
leaving a loop to the string, by which the purcha- 
ser can carry it home. Mrs. Boltt and all the 
genteel society of Chalkstone will be indeed 
astonished if their husbands should ever lead their 
formal steps to the Quartier Pantagruel, to see 
the outwardly * highly respectable 'geo^l'^* ^V^a 
lift Monsieur Tournebroche's cVioo'aXxi.^-lwN^^^' 
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Gentlemen perfectly gloved, ladies who have ser- 
vants and children with them — I am ahnost pt^ 
pared to say very many people who would ' loo^ 
down ' npon the Boltts — are among the patrons ^^ 
Monsieur Toumebroche. 

I had the honour and pleasure of takiJ^S 
Mr. Bloomsbury Baker the length of my Qu^J^" 
tier Pantagruel, in order to have the advanta^^^ 
of his opinion on its superiority over everr^J" 
thing in the way of prompt dinner-buying '^ 
London. 

* See/ said I, directing him to every item ^ 
we passed along. * SpecialiU de dejeuners ! Tbm ^^ 
man deals in breakfasts only — Rabelaisian bresB-^^" 
fasts for a few pence. Look at this little chee^^®" 
shop, with the Limbourgs, Bries, cut into, s^^y> 
twopennyworths ; then at this charcutier^s — ^whr^^J' 
the variety is extraordinary, from the delight^^^^ 
hure aux pistaches to the humble houdins de Nan-^^^V' 
Opposite, see, they are turning out the cakes frd^^^ 
the ovens, almost into the streets— /raw^tpa^^^^' 
galettcy gaiiffres. And now see here. They 2^ — '^^ 
making pancakes in the doorway. A little ch^^*^" 
coal under the flat pan, two or three dabs ^* 
butter, a large flat spade to turn it, and in a f^^^^ 
minutes it is done. The girl who cooks the cok::^^^^ 
with the speed of Kghtning sells them at the 8a,i^^^^ 
pace. There is a crowd round her. She whL-^ — ^P^ 
up the pancake, dredges it with sugar, folds it ^ 

white paper, delivers it and receives the money ^ 
an instant.' 
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' Egad ! ' Mr. Baker exelaiined, ' it would 
a conjoror'a trick in Englanil.' 
* Here, see, is a row of the fanioua haricots 
[hcks ; here are the olive, sardine, and lierrinj 
jid now let us turn into the restaurant dep:irtmei 
: Monsieur Toumebroche's fiery realms, and rol 
B spit of a capon.' 
"We had a dinner of govjons de Seine, finely 
lied with parsley, a capon that had the heat 
nibbles upon its bosom when placed before us, 
1 omelette — all perfect. Monsieur Toume- 
roche proved himself, to our minds that evening, 
I'boru genius, whose thiimba were made to press 
pe sides of turkeys. 

Twirling his glass of burgundy before bim,J 

ind dusting the table to make room for his im- 

ressive elbows, Mr. Bloomsbury Baker said : 

' My dear Fin-Eec, this is admirable, very ad- 

■irable indeed, I may say ; but permit me to 

Kure you that it would not do in England. It 

rould not suit the Anglo-Saxon. I have eaten 

: at Moscow, macaroni at Naples, in short,, 

B thing to be eaten in most parts of the world, 

^d I have come to the conclusion that no good 

pill ever be done by trying to make the Latin 

what the Saxon swallows. This Faubourg 

ntagruel would, in London, be rows of shambles 

t-Tottenham-court-road on a Saturday night. 

■oar friend Tournebroche, if an EngUahi 

fould not be the artist he is, but keener 

)ok-Bbop. And joa would Tia^e «. ^\iJQ\\»i-^t 
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at the comer of every street in the quarter ; and 
the people would run accounts with the grocer 
and the baker ; and, in fact, that which is a pic- 
ture, an evidence of taste and economy and sobriety 
here, would be a nuisance there.' 

* You mean, surely, my dear Baker, that these 
differences exist — not that they must continue 
to exist; or that the example and teaching of 
our friend Toumebroche in England would be 
useless.' 

* I mean that the Quartier Pantagruel belongs 
to Paris as much as Drury-lane belongs to London. 
The habits of one race cannot be got into the 
blood of another. We grow beer and our neigh- 
bours burgundy; and I suppose we shall go on 
doing so to the end of time. Think over your 
own experience. Our countrymen travel through 
the vineyards, but they return home only to re- 
joice the more heartily in the hop-grounds. This 
burgundy has the sparkle of the Latin eye ; beer 
has the hard clear look of the Teuton blue. It 
must be so always, my dear Fin-Bee* 

* I am sorry to hear a travelled man like you 
say so,' was my observation to my stout Briton. 
* Tou remind me of Mr. Boltt.' 

* Of Mr. Boltt ! ' exclaimed Baker. * The most 
prejudiced, pig-headed fellow I ever had the mis- 
fortune of knowing ! I remind you of Boltt ! M7 
dear friend, why not say of that shadow of his 
ibey call Eeginald at once^ Y^^, ^a.y I remind 

jrou of thai insipid "buBfiVe oi \w^\i\sct Yt^\^^a:^si.^'i^^ 
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The waiter brought me the bill at this moment 
^i^<i we were in a hurry ; and I was glad of it 
booaiise Baker did remind me of Boltt, and of th 
'^oxrst side of Boltt into the bargain. 
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CHAPTER XIL 

THE QUEEN OP SKIETS. 

It was the brougliam of an English princess 
from the Hotel Bristol — ^that drove away fr^^-^ 
Madame Rosalie's door, as we tnmed the coni-< 



I and Petit-Bee, on a message to the Queen ^^ 



Skirts. We were not to be too angry, but 
were to be firm. ^ It ' was to be home without fs*'^'* 
by six that evening, for madame was dining ^^ 
vilhy and — she had at least a league to trav^^^ 
and — there were many more ands int^rspers^^ 
with threats of displeasure, appeals as an old a'Cid 
good customer, and references to promises alrea/<3.y 
broken. But we came away in a few minut>^^ 
beaten at all points; and thoroughly convince?^' 
not only that Madame Rosalie had broken X^^ 
promises, or that she had reason to be gratef^ 
to an old customer; but that it was very good i^" 
ieed of her to promise that * It ' should be torfy^" 
oming in time for dinner. The princess k^*^ 
ome away smiling. No person, whether prince ^^' 
>ourgeoise, or workvjoman, went into those roo""-"^^ 
^f carpet, lace, silt, s^n^L imxTVix^, -«"W ^^^ --^o^ 
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. a thoroughly pleasant 

The Queen of Skirts might have been tho 

^^^c>eu of milliona of gallant men. Her gra^e, 

^^^ir ease, her self-coramand, her gradeuseU {we 

^■"Ven't the equivalent), her sparkling talk, her 

***^*'fect ignorance that there waa a shady side to 

. **-e street, and hor bewitching cleverness in twist- 

*^g the tastes of all her clients to her own, were 

^^^^Cirthy of a wider empire than skirts, though I 

^^p-^Xink some of hers would go far towards covering 

^^P" German principality or two. How she must 

^^^«lve laughed at your humble servant when he had 

^"^t awkwardly out of her presence ; for she knew 

^Xiite well that I had been commissioned to scold 

"**«r, and that she had beaten me before I had got 

^iae beginning of a reproach to my lips ! She had 

^. business of extraordinary value; she charged 

'ilie most extravagant prices; she gave credit boldly 

^^irectlyshe knew that she had to deal with people 

^:kf good family ; she disdained lier rich vulgar 

^linstomers because she was an artist, and she knew 

"that upon their shoulders her works would never 

"travel where they would be justly appreciated ; 

she was a lady of prodigious activity who never 

appeaxed to be in a hiury ; and, in addition to being 

kcne of the leading grandes ayiitwriercs of her day, 
she was a most domestic wife and mother. The 
Qaeen of Skirts was well read, be it understood ; 
of good birth, and accustomed to ^lifaa e 
^o doubt the female beggars on. \ioTft^tft£s.-J 
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are the fiercest and noisiest riders of the Bow — 
who ordered dresses in the boudoirs of Madame 
Eosalie, talked of her as a person who gave her- 
self airs, and called herself Eosalie, because her 
proper name was Fetifc or Chose. But their dis- 
dain could never reach the height of her scorn. 
She would declare, with majestic earnestness, 
that she made dresses for many clients whom she 
would not honour with her company to dinner. 

Now the Queen of Skirts had more reasons 
for her pride than many of her clients could 
boast. She was, in her way, the heroine of a 
romance"; brave as the colonel of cuirassiers, 
who was her wedded lord and master. Some 
genteel readers start. But this is a true bit of 
life, enacted within the range of my own expe- 
rience, that I have the honour to submit. When 
Captain De Larive married, he had fair prospects. 
He was in a regiment of cuirassiers ; he had dis- 
tinguished himself in the Crimea; and his ad- 
vancement was certain. Moreover, he had good 
expectations. His father was a man of small 
property in Burgundy. Madame De Larive had 
only a small dot. Her family had been unfortu- 
nate through the escapades of her brothers. But 
she must, when the captain married her, have 
been the perfect type of a pretty Frenchwoman. 
The marriage was a romantic love match, over 
which many wise heads were shaken among the 
rinejards that encomja^a^A. Taet \iom.e. But the 
joimg people lived toge^et m >3fcL^ mQ^\»^tQ^OKsas^ 
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i^licity. They persisted obstinately in their 

happiness. But the wise heads kept shaking 

among the paternal vineyards, and muttering words 

o{ pity over the poor captain who would not take 

iis arm away from his wife's waist. The wise 

heads shook away until old De Larive died ; and 

the XI they requested to be thanked and compli- 

mexited for the years they had spent in warning the 

yoiang couple that they would not be happy. Old 

De Larive had contrived to waste his substance ;. 

to lide his roguery, till his death. Captain De 

I^i^ve, having dutifully accompanied his parent 

to the field of Rest, returned to the house in which 

he ^as bom, only to learn that it was not his. 

It is impossible to say what noisy words would 
"^ve escaped the son's lips, so vexed was he for 
■^salie's sake, had not a little hand been oppor- 
tunely pressed upon his superb moustache, closing 
^ lips. 

*Not a word, Hector,' said sweet Eosalie. * Not 
* ^ord.' 

* What ! ' shouted the soldier ; and this time 
*'^o little hands were pressed upon the cuirassier's 

* Silence,' cried the wife, * if you love me. We 
^Ve been, we still can be, happy without it. And 

. ^o day you would grieve over every word said 
7^ aixger about the father whom you have just laid 
his grave near your mother. Come away.' 
They went away, the wiseheada ^eiA> >n^^'^^'^ 
^^rtbem. Wiat would become oi tYifem^ ^V^H. 
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would become of their poor dear children— and 
there were twins ? Yes ; Madame De Larive had 
bestowed twins upon her lord and master. 

The pay of captain of cuirassiers in the French 
army will not keep a family, and permit savings 
for the future of the children. There was Eosalie's 
modest dot ; but Eosalie had three bamhins, w&l 
every hope of a fourth before the next New 
Tear's Day. While the future was under delibera- 
tion, a Bourse friend presented to Captain De 
Larive a magnificent affair, that would treble the 
little dot in a few months. Rosalie entered into 
the delightful plan with her husband, and six 
months afterwards her dot had disappeared in the 
pockets of the Bourse schemers. There was now 
not a five-franc piece for the little ones. 

Whereupon Madame De Larive announced to 
her brave cuirassier that she had an idea. Was 
she not clever with her toilette ? There never was 
a more wonderful contriver. Hadn't she just a 
little taste ? Her taste was the talk of all their 
friends, and her opinion was law everywhere. 
Had she not a head for accounts and management? 
She could manage the Bank of Prance. 

Having elicited these verdicts from her hus- 
band, who had not many ideas of his own, ideas 
not being part of the baggage of heavy cavalry, 
Erosalie laid down that proposition which landed 
her in boudoirs of silk and lace, as one of the 
grand couturieres of Paris. She reasoned, it 
seems, in this way« "EL^ic c\3SAt^'\i TK»aJ^ \>asQ a 
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little fortune to begin the world with. A girl 
must have a dot ; it is as much a part of her entry 
dnto life as a new dress. No parents in Trance, 
Tinless of the very poorest and most vicious de- 
scription, leave a girl portionless. * Our concierge,^ 
said Madame Rosalie, * lays up a thousand or so 
for her girl.* 

And so the brave little lady, seeing her hus- 
band's fortune dissipated, and her own lost in an 
unfortunate adventure, turned dressmaker. She 
was too proud to put her husband's name at her 
doorway; she would not put him at a disadvantage 
in the world. He kept his military position, wore 
his star of the Legion and his Crimean medals as 
proudly as ever, and left to join his regiment, re- 
joining Madame whenever he could get a holiday. 
Or when she could snatch a few hours from busi- 
ness, she repaired in all haste to the town where his 
regiment was quartered. These meetings were 
the happy holidays for which the Queen of Skirts 
was perpetually scheming. Many a pretentious 
gentleman, enslaved by her beauty, and above all, 
by her grace and gracieuste, hoped to flirt with the 
couturiere. She received bouquets, she found 
tender letters addressed to her, she saw rude 
eyes directed to her, while she worked away 
for the benefit of the children. She threw the 
flowers into the fire, or gave them to her workfolk, 
destroyed the letters, and shamed the rude eyes 
with her honest face. 

Daring a few years of her career \Xie ^>3l^^w ^'^ 

L 2 
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Skirts was perfectly happy. Her husband had a 
staff appointment that kept him in Paris — ^that is 
by Vincennes. Here they hired a house, and 
furnished it as only Bosalie could furnish a house 
of six or seven rooms. Nobody ever explained 
how she did it, but while she conducted the 
fashionable business of Madame Eosalie, and 
listened to the whims of half the princesses in 
Paris, while she designed toilettes, received cus- 
tomers, and directed more than a score of work- 
women; she was a model little housewife at 
Vincennes. When her husband asked brother 
officers to dinner she prepared the menu, kept a 
hand of authority over the cook, and always 
managed to get home in time to dress for dinner, 
and present herself to the captain's guests. She 
confessed that she was very tired sometimes, and 
could hardly eat; but her courage never failed her, 
and she never allowed anything to fall out of its 
proper order. Each day was mapped out while 
she took her morning coffee, even to the minutest 
duties of the menage. It was on her domestic 
arrangements she prided herself, more than on 
the prodigious growth of her business. The 
business came easily, because the Queen of Skirts 
could fascinate a duchess. Every client went 
away from her boudoirs resolved to recommend her 
in all directions. Customers who had no orders 
to give, would go to pass half an hour with 
Madame Rosalie, and ^ee all the new robes her 
eJever hand bad -put to^^^^Cifc1c. ^\\fe ^^^ 
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^t^x-ineesa was sent to her by a German duclieBajl 
^•nd the princess sent her sister a few months 
ltt.ter. 

Observe how complete were Madame Kosalie'fl 

"*"iews of her duties as wife and mother. She told 

^Rlaxlarae Fin- Bee that she would not have engaged 

ill the dressmaking had the business compelled 

Bwier to neglect her husband and children ; that 

^^Is, their home comforts. Her success as grand 

^^ rsouturiere impelled her to watch herself closely, 

l«at she should pass negligently over even one of 

lier household duties. And this was a fashionable 

^^^'rench couhiriere ! 

^^V The war came ; it struck her at home, and at 
^Bher business. Husband ordered off to the German 
^^^rontier, to begin with ; business suddenly closed. 
^ot a customer came after the first reverse. Not 
a, stitch was set after the 4th September, when the 
leading men of Paris proved themselves true in- 
leritors of the ingratitude and baseness of the 
laorrow of Waterloo. Madame Eoaalie was left 
alone in the city, on which the Prussians were 
advancing. Her children had been sent to Bor- 
deaux, and thither, with a sad heart, the heroine 
L who had been slaving for them followed, to be the 
I witness of all the bombast, vanity, and selfishness 
I of the Gambetta period, and to listen to the 
I phrase-niakei*s of the Tennble Tear wrangling 
1 over prostrate France — Hugo, snug in a corner, 
I ineditAting* a superb bargain ■with. \i\'i "Si^X^aai. 
^ubb'sbera. Fortune amUed -aipon. V3li& C^ieo. "iS. 
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Skirts, when the fortunes of war bore Hector De 
Larive's cuirassiers to the banks of the Loire, and 
so presently gave the warrior husband, as she said, 
absolutely black as an Auvergnat, back to her arms. 
The end of the war came, but before the end 
Hector's valour had won for him the colonelcy of 
his regiment. Let the reader bear in mind that 
this is a story true in every particular I am telling 
him ; and I am telling it to him as some of my 'Cup- 
board Papers,' because the Queen of Skirts appears 
to me to combine in her little body all the best 
points of an educated Frenchwoman. For she 
finds time to read, as well as to design new cos- 
tumes, and look after the colonel's house and guests. 
Moreover she is not at a loss, should her husband 
return home late, to make an excellent supper for 
him in a few minutes. The Queen of Skirts, to 
tell the truth, wields a pretty little fourchette of 
her own, and has given me two or three valuable 
hints. If the colonel suggests dining in town, it 
must be the Cafe Anglais. She will talk on this 
subject, with mountains of gorgeous dresses lying 
upon chairs around her, in the prettiest way* 
When she expects her husband, or has one or two o * 
her children with her, she is in the highest spirib^ 
We came upon her — it was only a little matter c^ 
a walking toilette — one day some four months aft^ 
the Versaillais had got the better of the Coir^ 
munists. She was putting her old house in orde^ 
dowljy wondering w^el\iet ^ \i^i: old customer^ 
woj^ld come Tound liex ^^^\^. T^^^^^oro^fc^- 
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Teoeived was genuine, not for the robe's sake — the 
Queen of Skirts has a soul above that — ^but from 
good heart and gratitude, to see that the Terrible 
Year had not blotted her out of our minds. 

Her description of her Ann^e Terrible was the 
most perfect thing from beginning to end it is 
possible to conceive. The charming interpolations, 
the delicious addenda, the witty asides and by-the- 
ways, gave a wonderful charm to the vivid and 
descriptive passages. She had been, I could see, 
as brave through all the terrors and scenes of 
horror as she was when she sat on her husband's 
knee on the morrow of their ruin, and told him 
how she would build up his house again, and even 
provide for — twins ! 

* He returns to-night,' she said, her face beam- 
ing, while she touched and retouched the lace and 
folds of a dress at hand. ^ Yes, to-night ; and 
jugt as you came, I was thinking over the colonel's 
flapper. You know, he is a little particular in these 
things.' 

* And madame also,' I ventured to observe. 
*You want to tease me,' said the Queen of 

Skirts. *Well, I own, perhaps I am a little 
gawrmande. Now, you shall tell me whether you 
bliink I have done well. But first, remember that 
C have to do all myself. I keep nobody up. I 
i^ave the supper laid in my little boudoir, and we 
p^riait upon ourselves, or rather I do the waiting. 
C have arranged so that at the last t\mi^ ^^ ^^ 
^we eome MarenneB oysters; ttLeul. "Vxsxn^ ^ ^^a::t- 
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tridge, a terrine, and — well, a meringns. With 
that he will not die of hunger.' 

*Nor of indigestion,' said I. 

* It is easily done, and it gives him pleasure,' 
the little woman rattled on. * Many a day and 
many a night, when he has been able to see me for 
a few hours in the war-time, I have been able to 
surprise him with a little dinner or a little supper. 
Greater gourmets than he pretends to be, have 
praised my mayonnaise, I assure you. In the war- 
time we found a dinner when others were in despair. 
We were in a wretched little place, but I would 
have order in my house, absolutely the same as 
you see it here in my business. In the old time 
we often supped after the theatre at the CafS 
Anglais. On one dish we were always agreed — 
timbale de macaroni aux truffes. He insisted on 
Camembert cheese — will eat no other kind. Then 
we had a little chambertin or champagne. Simple, 
you see, but, after the theatre, an agreeable end 
to your soiree.' 

With all this let me note that the Queen of 
Skirts kept very good society. She had her place 
as wife of a colonel of a distinguished regiment, 
and she well knew how to hold it. Think of it. 
She could make a pudding and something more ; 
she could keep a household with strict economy ; 
she could manage the most difficult business of a 
leading couturier e ; and she could find the time to 
be one of the most agreeaXAfc N^omaxL^t any moment 
— with leisure to prattle a\>ovit \J£i^tl^^^ oH^h^^?^. 
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was of the same race, let the reader observe, as 
^^lestine, my cook. The same orderly, prudent 
^^ind, but graced with education, refined by nature 
by culture. Was it likely that Madame De 

ive would allow her daughters to grow up 
I^oi^ionless in a country where the suitor of her 
^ook expects a dot with her? Madame De 

ive was so tasteful, handy, full of expedients, 
brave in the face of difficulties, that I have 
^^■fcen said cotix)n becomes satin in her hands, an 
^I^jle, a peach. 
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CHAPTEE XIII. 

TWELVE o'clock HUNTEBS. 

What is a twelve o'clock hunter ? What is the 
meaning of the Rue Cherche-midi? Monsieur 
Bam^re has at the Gymnase, at this moment, a 
delightful comedy entitled Twelve o'Clock at Pour- 
teen o'clock. The cherche-midi is simply a dinner 
hunter, who got his name in the days when every- 
body dined at noon; when the sign of every 
restaurant was a clock face, with the hands at 
twelve. The last of these establishments was the 
Cadran Bleu, of the Boulevard du Temple— a 
rendezvous of famous forks in the days gone by. 
Long before the Blue Dial disappeared, dinner was 
at six. The hours have changed, but the twelve 
o'clock hunters remain, keen and hungry long 
after fourteen o'clock. They are of nlany degrees 
and aspects in all great cities. It has been ob- 
served that the ways of earning a leg of mutton 
are infinite ; and so are the ways of getting within 
knife and fork shot of one without having earned 
it. Privat d'Anglemont has written a vastly en- 
tertaining work on. t\i<& XStsJedlOt^tcl Industries of 
Paris ; but even Taia ce\ft\iiNb\)^^ ^^^\i^^ ^^ ^QQ^^^^ 
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©ga is an orthodox art workman when compared 
^tt the real artists who throw all their genius 
nto the idea of a dinner for nothing. The 
^h-orough cherche-midi performs no kind of useful 
'^ork. He is a trained bird of prey; the 
l^generate descendant of the illustrious Mont- 
•^^nr. Even the * guardian angel' is not a pure 
^WcAe-midli, because he does some work. It is 
^ business to wait at wine-shops to see the 
^i^unkards home to their lodgings ; and he has a 
^alar tariff for the duty; that is, he had. 
I^erhaps the angels have taken wing before the 
ringing pick of Haussmann! So many changes 
lave happened since I travelled through the Pays 
Xatin, and was nearly suffocated in the camphre 
fames of the Drapeau Eouge on Ste. Genevieve's 
mountain. 

The dinner-hunters of the present time are, 
as I have observed, a degenerate race. Montmaur, 
we are told, lived on a high point of the capital, 
somewhere near the Pantheon, I fancy, and 
observed the chimneys of all the houses, the doors 
of which he could command; and opened his 
hunt in the direction of that chimney which gave 
forth the deepest and fattest rolls of smoke. The 
professional diners-out — ^the sponges — are the un- 
ftrtistic Montmaurs of our time. They are plenti- 
ful enough ; but they are half a company, when 
compared wift. the legions who rise every morning 
vnthout having the least idea how ^iie3 ^''^ Sca>kfc 
\bBt day* These legions are a tlorea^moi^ Vo^Vvssl 
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many cities that, to the holiday visitor, have an 
aspect of splendour, and appear to be gorged 
with wealth ; and scores of social doctors have 
been planning in vain how to secure for every 
human stomach its due quantities of carbon and 
fibrine per diem. 

Is it possible to bring ragged crowds of tv^^elve 
o'clock hunters, who have not dined at fourteen 
o'clock, within rules of economy, that will make 
at least the mid-day meal a certainty to all? The 
quantities of nitrogen and carbon the poor human 
frame asks for daily are so small, so common, 
lying scattered by bountiful Nature in so many 
thousand forms over the face of the earth, 
that, in these wonder-working days of man's in- 
genuity, it does appear to be a sin and shame, 
that they cannot be got within reach of every 
human hand. 

In London few experiments — and these clumsy 
ones — have been tried. The English fail at the 
very outset. Their waste begins directly they 
light the fire. Their stoves are at fault. They 
throw heat recklessly about them. They cannot 
comprehend such order and centralisation as they 
have in Paris, where there is a Boulangerie Cen- 
trale for all the assisted poor of the city. The 
workhouses are as full of waste as they are of woe. 
The charities cross and recross one another. 
Everything concerning the poor is slipshod, except 
among the Eng\.ia\i 3e^^\ ^Tidhs who has to live 
on fifteen shillings ^N^e^V/m^Jsv^^^Nl^^^^^^-^^ 
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^K is a sufferer to the end of Iiia days — the victim of the ' 
W Bocial, the economical, lawlessness of his people. 
I He who desires to understand thoroughly the 

I difference there is between the poor workman of 
I London and the poor workman of Paris, must, if 
I fle be an Englishman, make a thorough study in 

■ and round about the great central markets from 
^vWliich the main body of the Parisians are fed. 
^■^e best approach is by the Rue Montraartre, 
^BB«t the Passage du Saumon (the Cranboume 
^BUey of Paris, where thrifty bourgeoises of slender 
^^Peans buy bonnets at less than a third Madame 
^^Blexandrine's prices), and the wonderful comestible 
^B^ops where the truffles lie in wicker cobbles ; and 
^Bte tubs of olives, gherkins, and capers are in 
HP^^g : and the Burgundy snails are in proud pyra- 
P**id8. You may taate these snails in the market 
. •t the rate of sixty centimes the dozen, or carry 

**'lem away for fifty centimes ; and so popnlai- have 
*-t.ey become of late yeai-s, that there is an idea 
*'*^avellLng about St. Eustaehe that they will shortly 
**^ve a market to themselves, and be on a proud. 
Equality with oysters. 

' This is a picture, I am free to confess,' Mr. 
k^loonisbury Baker observed to me one morning 

■ %hen I took him on a ramble to see how the fish 
^btid poultry stood that day. We had passed by 
^Bne of the shops opposite St. Eustaehe. ' Observe 
^Hhe cleanliness and the ai-t ; the pyramids of pre- 
^Bared sorrel and spinach, the diapo%ltvo\t. uE ^^ 
^^EoDt d'Ors, the Pont rEvfeqaes, ttie vcnvftssa 
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Gruy^res, and the delightful Suisses ; the cakes 
large as mushroom rings in a meadow, the gloTOg 
fungi and the stuffed snails — with the pies of 
Amiens, Pithiviers, Chartres, and Strasbourg, for 
supports to the royal truffle perched in the place 
of honour.' 

And the people were pouring in and out ; all 
carrying little baskets and dainties in their hands 
wrapped in snowy papers. As we reached the mar- 
kets stretching their angles far to west and to east, 
and showing long lines of busy avenues tending 
to the south, the crowd thickened, the chattering 
became tumultuous and confounding, and we 
were carried with the stream to the opening of 
the Eue Pirouette. 

The Eue Pirouette I will match against any 
other street for picturesqueness. At the opening 
of it are considerable wholesale salaison dealers, 
cheese factors, fat and greasy provision merchants, 
with shop-fronts packed with endless varieties of 
food. The street narrows gently to a dark lane 
of tumble-down houses, leaning like a parcel of 
drunken boors one against the other ; jutting out 
and falling in all kinds of unexpected places; and 
exhibiting at every angle, except that of order, 
signs and boards and inscriptions. The blackest 
of the houses is an hotel. 

' The mind,' Mr. Baker observes, ^ trembles at 
the bare imagination of what even the best bed- 
room in that house must be.' 

?7ext door is a TrW^xx^e, VVOcv ^ '^\^w '^'^j^^^ln^ 
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Pferward into tLe far RabeloiHian gloom, where I 
■tiliere are endless potations of petit-bleu, and the'i 
f^Uck-pudding is a periietnal dainty, and foorl 
■ five nous of soup and beef in tlie traiteur'B 
Kxt door to tlie entrepM of snails will make the 
berry tongues of the twelve o'clock hunters wag 
Ipace. I had some difficulty in persuading Mr- 
iaker to trust his respectability to the mercies of _ 
bis merry street of greasy unctuous squalor. T 
s we advanced there were wonderful bits of per$- 
«tive to the right and left. Long dark rooms, 
r *ith figures moving in them ; rows of customers 
\ ^t the Fritnre, before the deal tables. Every comer 
>• jard square was given npto a separate industry, .i 
I Aa we turned the corner a woman in a gloomy! 
ttoorway, with rows of rabbits and hares nodding ' 
5f Qfit above her cap aud swinging at her elbows, 
pl^as working a goi^eous pattern on an embroidery 
*tame, while waiting for customers for puss. 

' That ' said Mr. Baker, is ' French all over, 
-C could kiss her.' 

While we were discreetly observing, an officer 
-*e3ued from a, salaison shop — a captaiu of the 
^ine, epaulettes and all — with two little parcels in 
l*is gloved hand, and something depending from 
l«i9 finger. He had been buying a few olives, to 
^rown his marketing. At the snail entrepSt two 
bid crones were talking eagerly over two pipkins 
bf soup^ — exchanging now and then a pleasantry 
with a lad in a blouse opposite, who was engaged 
prer immense baskets of 8pinacli\ca,ies'0wi^\.'«ct'i 
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being reduced to those compact green hills whicli 
appear in the windows of traders in comestibles. 

The Sue Pirouette is a lively street, as it 
ought to be; the dwellers and workers therein 
are singing, jesting, Bmoking, eating, and driii- 
ing ; the bubbling of the fat in the pans — dulcet 
harmony to the cherche-midi^s ears — never ceases 
from before the dawn (at the E^union des Amis 
you may have soup at three sous a basin from four 
in the morning) till far in the evening : it has a 
squalid, ragged, hang-dog look, but is full of good 
cheer and honest industry ; and you might grease 
a wheel with its atmosphere. 

^ Bless me ! ' said Mr. Baker, as I led him past 
the imposing Tripes a la mode de Caen restauraut^ 
and again past that kingly establishment of the 
market-place, inscribed Au Pire Tranquille — ^the 
orange and lemon, the walnut and chestnut and 
other dep6ts — as the spScialitSs de monies pour MM* 
les Pdtissiers — to the central market halls, ringing 
with the shrill notes of the famous ladies who 
preside at the stalls — ^ bless me ! I am sure my 
cook wouldn't know the names of half the vege- 
tables you sell here.' 

*Nor can your countrymen,' I observed. 
* understand the order, the method, that reigns 
throughout these spacious halls ; and through the 
fish, the vegetable, and the butter halls. A broad 
road lies through the immense market square ; and 
on many sides, apaciovxa ^L-^^roaches have been 
made. All tlie maTke\. ioVk, ^gxa^i^X* ^Qfe^ ^^t\$ 
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old the chief vegetable stalls upon the pavements 
atside the holies are under cover, and these 
mt themselves easily against bad weather. 
!ray remember that this is only the central 
rovision market. Within a quarter of an hour's 
alk is the Saint Honors Market, these hallea in 
btle, for the Saint Honor^ quarter. Cross the 
ater, pass the Palais de Justice, and, in twenty 
inutes, you will light upon holies for the 
a^risians of the left bank. Travel half an hour 
rther, and you will see the Saint Sulpice Market ; 
lother half-hour will take you to the Sevres 
arket. Follow the Eue Saint Honore to the 
rtreme west of Paris, and you will find your- 
If in the Temes Market. Batignolles has its 
arket; but every neighbourhood has one, as 
derly as this. The Temes is not a covered 
arket ; but it is as seemly as the best row of the 
ait stalls here ; and it is frequented by the cooks 
' the great houses in that neighbourhood. Now 
b us make the tour of the outer vegetable 
arket. 

The stalls, or sittings, are in regular lines; 
id the pavement is so broad that there are two 
' three avenues along its width ; the purchasers 
Lssing easily up and down, chaffering, joking, 
id packing their baskets. Here and there we 
►me upon a true lady of the holle^ of power- 
1 arm and shoulder, potent voice, and fresh, 
ixd, staring face; with impudent or jocular 
Uies playing in the corners of Yiex moxsStL* ^^!^^ 

M 



162 THE CUPBOARD PAFERS. 

vegetable women outside are, to her, the vul- 
garians of the market. A stately lady sits, 
just within the market gates, deigning to sell 
piles of artichokes at one and .two acms each. 
An old gentleman endeavours to bargain with 
her; but she tells him loftily they are to he 
taken or left at the marked prices ; and he ends 
by putting three into the tails of a snufif-brown 
coat that has seen many seasons. He had a 
keen French face, I thought, like Voltaire's in 
the foyer of the Comedie Fran9aise. Endive, 
superb in yellow tufts, of the form and propor- 
tions of Louis Philippe's pyramidal wig; larht 
de capucine in long golden tresses ; onions in 
bunches at one sou each; and then artisticafly 
bound groups of vegetables — carrots, turnips, 
onions, leeks, and herbs — for the bouquet garni, 
as the cook calls it ! These bouquets of vege- 
tables — which vary in price from two to five 
sous, according to their size — are the botanical 
ingredients of the famous pot au feu. Tb( 
bouquet garni is a work for the cook's owi 
hand to perform. She takes thyme, chervil 
parsley, and an onion for centre piece, in whicl 
she sticks half-a-dozen cloves, and — just a goim* 
of garlic. 

^ Bless me ! — winter ; and here are delicioui 

spring radishes at a peimy a bundle I ' Mr. Bake: 

suddenly exclaimed. Then rapping his umbrelli 

upon the pavemeiA, \i^ \M"m^^ ^^ct^l^ upon me 

and added, ' WiW 70u\ie. ^oo^ ^tv^^^'^.^^s^.::^ 
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*o inform me why I cannot have these at my own 

touse this time of the year.' 

^Because your market-gardeners are barba- 
dians compared with those who cultivate the fields 
^nnd Paris ; and again, because when they intro- 
duce a new vegetable in Covent Garden Market, 
their dunder-headed customers begin by turning 
Tip iheir noses at it.' 

* These neat women, in their white aprons and 
caps5 buying the day's vegetables — and such a 
supply too — ^you say are cooks in good houses.' 

* All of them ; and they have the love of their 
profession in their hearts. The workwomen who 
are here too, catering for their poor households, 
are just as keen and knowing. You can now un- 
derstand how it is you see that tempting salad 
every day in my porter's lodge. The mallow is a 
vegetable unknown to the salad makers of England, 
yet how delicious is its sweet, nutty flavour in the 
company of celery and fine fresh oil ! ' 

Mr. Baker touched me gently on the sleeve, and 
pointed to a strange figure, older than Voltaire, 
who bought the artichokes. This old man re- 
minded me of Mr. Wigan in the ' First Night.' His 
knees bent, his limbs long and straight ; a little, 
yellow, parched-up head, with jast a tuffc of white 
hair upon the under-lip; the cheeks and jaw 
fallen in — all, from head to foot, withered and in 
decay — ^including the deep collared coat, and the 
greasy black cravat that reached "vmdeT tha ea.rs» 
Set deep in the cjeath's head Y^eie t^o ^^^^ ^*^ 

M 2 
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glanced and sparkled to the right and left. The 
venerable warrior in the world's fight stopped near 
ns, and passed nervously between two stalls. Be- 
hind lay scattered leaves of endive, npon the stones. 
The sharp eyes had fallen npon these ; and while 
he stooped to fumble among them, he said to the 
stall-woman, with the grand air common in his 
youth, * You permit me, madame ? ' Her hard face 
relaxed — to children and the aged the French 
people are ever tender — and she smiled upon the 
intruder, saying, * But, perfectly, sir.' And the 
aged man picked a little salad from the castaway 
leaves, 

I should have been delighted if the lean old 
man had accepted an invitation on the spot 
to the little restaurant at hand, where I saw onion 
soup at all hours painted in the window. It would 
have warmed the blood in him, and, as Mr. Baker 
remarked, would have taken a little of the east 
wind out of his bones. But that poor man was a 
proud man, and would have resented the liberty, 
had the market-woman ventured to offer him one 
of the chickory heads that were spread before her. 
He was a twelve o'clock hunter jpur sang ; a sports- 
man, not a beggar. And he will die on his hunting 
grounds, but not of starvation, for he has every 
corner of the Italics at his finger-ends; he can 
feast on two or three sous a day. He manages 
his o^wn fourneau economique; well, M. Thiers made 
ill's own coffee, ^o^ "\i^ cM^^vcv^ the few sous is 
not worth speculating u-^ou •, iox x^xs.tl^^^-^s^^^ 
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halles, the inexhaustible ingenuity of the French 
irace has devised little industries that have been 
"the deHght and wonder of many observers from 
IVivat d'Anglemont downwards. Only the other 
day a prisoner, before the tribunal of Correctional 
Police, proclaimed a fresh addition to the extra- 
ordinary list. He was, he said, in reply to the 
court, an oyster trimmer. I was familiar with 
the carver of cock's combs, and the asticot breeder, 
but had never heard of the oyster trimmer. Pierre 
Planat, who follows this art, is engaged to trim 
the shells of oysters to a shapely circle for the 
Scaillieres of the good restaurants, he says, * in order 
to give them a seductive appearance to the eye : ' 
an idea, cruel to the oyster, but completely ^'n 
harmony with the trimness and order of the 
halles. 

There is order even in the poorest corners, where 
Madame Etienne Brou sells two lumps of meat 
floating in a slab soup, for two soys. Many years 
have passed since I first visited the marche aux 
arlequinsy and had the honour of making it known 
to the world. It has developed and been system- 
atised since my early days in Paris, like everything 
else in the capital. There are improvements on 
the original arlequiuy so called from the fortuitous 
concourse of coloured atoms of which it was com- 
posed. To-day Madame Brou of the mighty spoon, 
is first favourite in the arlequin trade, having con- 
trived to give to her stew a special aroma, particu- 
iar/f gmteful ix> the nostrila oi \5afe clvivSo't\m«t%» 
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and Sgoutiers of the capital., She has some six 
hundred customers every morning, whom she satis- 
fies in the way of soup and meat, for one penny. 
Her company includes the market porters, vidan-^ 
geursy bricklayers, and scores of unclassed unfor- 
tunates, followers of unheard-of industries, who 
rove in the neighbourhood of the halleSy as the 
centre of cheapness. Gallic wit plays about her 
saucepans, dubs her establishment the ragman's 
Caf ^ Anglais, and insinuates all kinds of charges 
against the arlequins ; but she has the last of the 
laugh to the jingle of her sacks of sous. She 
makes no secret of any part of her trade. It is the 
result of the general economy which is the salva- 
tion of her poor countrymen. Her pans are fall 
of crumbs from rich men's tables : the better reason 
for eating them, she says, since they are certain to 
be of the best. And her establishment is a vast 
improvement on the Lapin Blanc of old times and 
the Petit Louvre, which the war broke up. 

' Suppose,' I put the case to Mr. Baker, after 
leaving Madame Brou's, ' suppose we were to carry 
this plan across the Channel, and propose it as a 
matter of business to some of those busy gentle- 
men we see so often reading dreary papers to 
sleepy audiences behind a bottle of water, and 
between a pair of lamps. We would suggest to 
them to tie tape tightly round their papers, blow 
out the lamps, and wash themselves of lecturing 
with the bottle of water. T^"\iett. ^ik^^ Should take 
a district in which they ^o\xV9l OTt^xv^^\si^s^^^s^ 
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^1 the broken food. A large shed should be 
hired, and in this all the good, and clean, and 
sweet food should be cast into pans, and treated 
JUst as Madame Etienne Brou treats the food she 
Wys ; and there would be good hot penny dinners 
for the starving poor of London — and, mind this, 
l>etter, more comforting and sustaining dinners 
than +hey now get under any circumstances what- 
ever/ 

* We should fail,' Mr. Baker observed, firmly. 
'And you might thank your Boltts, and that stiflf- 
necked and stiflf-minded class who will try nothing 
but a leg of mutton, and have only one way of 
cooking a potato. It is they who teach the poor 
and the workpeople all their stupid prejudices : to 
call a ragout a mess — in short, to refuse all except 
the very dearest forms of food.' 

* Teach them to make hot onion soup for the 
market people, instead of bad tea and coflfee, on 
winter nights. It would be a godsend to them, 
and keep scores of them from the public-house.' 

Mr. Bloomsbury Baker only shrugged his 
shoulders, and suggested we should drive our 
heads together at once against the charred walls 
of the Tuileries. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

HADAHE BABBIZON'S CASH TEMPLE. 

Madame Babbizon was as open as the day ^o 
me. The administration of her ways and means, 
she used to say, was worth any statesman's study. 
What was the art d'elever des lapins so that they 
should bring you three thousand francs a year, to 
the art d'etre hien eleve^ on something short of 
that sum, holding your head high all the time? 
* You must be courageous as well as cool-headed 
and diplomatic,' she said, as she tripped along the 
Boulevard du Temple. 

* There is philosophy,' she chirruped, ' in the 
workmen's song about La Soupe et VBoeuf; 'yes, it 
is sound sense to be content with a blouse instead 
of Elheuf; but what are we to do, I and you, when 
we have been rich, and now are poor ? Turn to the 
left — this is the way to my Cash Temple. You 
laugh. I could go and order a dress from Madame 
Felicie ; she would give me two years' credit, or I 
might pay by instalments. It would be a very 
great convenience for me not to part with my few 
napoleons to-day \ but I ha.^e laid down laws for 
mjself ; and tho ftr^t oi Ai)aft%^ Sa "OcaS^ "V ^isss^Hf*^ 
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^^^r ever to take a day's credit. Credit would 

^^ all my calculations. No, I must buy in the 

^^apest market I can find — cash. It is only the 

^^li, my dear Monsieur Fin-Bee, who can afibrd to 

^^ up bills. Don't you see, I profit by their 

^^tedit?' 

^ Not exactly, madame ; but I shall be indebted 
tio you for an explanation.* 

* Why, in this way. The people who buy at 
long credit of the great couturier es and modistes and 
ether traders in dress; as they get their things 
carelessly — not feeling the want or pressure of 
means — ^part with them freely. The cast-off 
splendours of the gay and frivolous duchess, are 
to all intents and purposes new : her maid sells 
them. The same with the clothes of the duke: 
his valet sells them. It is the prodigal son who 
furnishes my Cash Temple. The velvet dress I 
once bought for two hundred francs had cost the 
wife of the prodigal son six hundred francs, and she 
had not worn it a dozen times. Again, a superb 
mauve silk grosgrain, beautifully trimmed with real 
blonde, feathers, sash, &c. — a dress, in short, for a 
court ball — a friend of mine bought for one hundred 
francs. It had cost at least five times that sum — 
had been worn, say, twice. But here is the best 
of the joke. My friend, who was a poor official's 
wife, actually went to a ball at the Tuileries in it, 
and it was greatly admired as one of the toilettes 
of the evening. Afterwards she bought a blue 
and white striped silk dress — a «vm^<^\sv>^ €^^^jx^ 
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young lady's toilette, for sixty francs ! That, I 
don't know how, but the fact is so, was quite new. 
Another instance. A lady, wife of one of oar 
popular admirals, who has got two or three giddy 
heads to cover, goes to my Temple and buys, for 
about eleven francs each, bonnets that, at the 
fashionable modiste'?, would be at least thirty or 
thirty-five/ 

* But these are not second-hand, or second-head 
bonnets ? ' 

'Certainly not,' Madame Barbizon, replied 
sharply, ' they are simply bonnets for which you 
pay the cost of material, and a fair remuneration 
for the work and taste ; but nothing for the name 
and gilded boudoir of the lady who sells. It's 
very simple. So you see we poor ladies profit by 
the waste and carelessness of the rich ; because 
we are not fools enough to take credit, or to 
overlook a single centime. I know that every 
franc of credit that I take is a good sou out of my 
income.' 

Chattering in this way we came to the Rue du 
Temple, and then to the great Temple itself. 1^ 
is a mart of extraordinary proportions, separated 
into long alleys of stalls, and including for sale a 
thousand and one things for use, and items for 
show. Men's, women's, and children's clothes, 
furniture, domestic utensils in endless varieties;- 
but every article, to a bundle of toothpicks, a bar- 
gain. The croNNdmg, ^o\ie; \,^kvtv<^, the eagerness of 
the saleswomen, t\ie \icoici QLe\.'ixm\\^a^^^^^ ^^ ^^^^ 
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purcliaser to go away with a real catch, make up 
such a scene of money-grubbing and bargain- 
linnting, as you cannot match in any other city of 
i;he Continent. There are rag-fairs in many places. 
"We have Petticoat-lane on a Sunday morning, 
where the sharp greed is marked in deep lines 
upon every human countenance ; but this has few 
points in common with the Cash Temple, through 
which I was hustled in the company of Madame 
Barbizon. For here, the merchants are not buyers. 
They have obtained, in their own cunning way, 
a stall of articles, which they are able to sell at 
about half the price you would pay for them in 
the Faubourg Saint Honore. 

We turned into the grand avenue, and were at 

once seized upon by half-a-dozen women, eager to 

know what we wanted. Did Madame require a 

pretty costume, superb linen, blankets, excessively 

cheap ? Monsieur must not pass without 1 poking at 

an extraordinary bargain in umbrellas. Lowther- 

orcade doubled in width, and about four times its 

present length, would about equal the main avenue 

of the Temple. The French saleswomen have the 

advantage over their English sisters in volubility, 

and in the ingenious forms of address with which 

they arrest the approaching customer. The stalls 

look low and mean under the lofty glass roof of 

the Temple ; and when the objects displayed are 

i>endant bunches of second-hand dresses, recal to 

the English mind the four-post bedstead of Mrs* 

Oamp. The aide and cross avenues Itotcl ^3cl<^ ^s^s^cg. 
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line are so narrow, and so stuflfed with a mighty 
confusion of all descriptions of clothes, and so 
crowded with people, and the hurly-burly tliat 
sounds from them is so sustained; that it is only in 
the company of a lady who knows the Temple well, 
a stranger would be bold enough to turn into the 
maze. 

Madame Barbizon was taken by storm. "What 
are you looking for ? Pray approach. Look at 
these impermeables, at very low prices. Does 
madame wish for a costume ? I am sure you want 
to look at some confections. We have some superb 
cloaks. Let me show you our round bonnets. 
Madame would be pleased with our collection of 
lace. Try ourRabagas bonnets ; you will be de- 
lighted with them. Thus assailed we pass along, 
Madame Barbizon turning away the saleswomen to 
the right and left of her, with a pleasant word. I 
was twitched by the coat-tail, held by the arm, 
arrested point blank ; to the great delight of my 
friend. 

' Answer them,' she said, ' always answer them, 
when you can, with a pleasantry. They'll not 
waste a minute over you, when they find that you're 
not a purchaser.' 

There was even a stall for second-hand thea- 
trical jewellery, with crowns piled up amid coro- 
nets, and collars of gold, and glittering stomachers, 
and jewels that appeared to be very neat — ^neat 
glaziers' work, mdeeA.. ^^"Sirc \ki<^ -v^^^^ela was a 
stall of lace, wit"li a ^a^i^^^o^ oW-^waa^-^'^i^ 
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ing over the dingy bundles. Presently we came 
upon a stall which displayed a specialite in bridal 
wreaths ; and there was a vivacious party within 
suiting themselves, and driving a hard bargain 
over the orange-blossom, including red or green 
velvet cushions, on which the bride's wreath was 
to be finally placed as part of the household gods, 
and perhaps, as a perpetual lesson in duty to the 
husband. Beyond the bridal stalls, and the second- 
hand mimic State of the stage, were curtains and 
carpets, corsets, toys — and, behind, endless stalls 
of second-hand boots and shoes. 

*Now you see, Monsieur Fin-Bee,' Madame 
Barbizon observed, as we drew up before a stall 
inscribed to the Fiancee of Normandy,^ the people 
who are buying right and left in the avenues and 
alleys of this immense hall, that looks like a 
Crystal Palace outside, are of all classes. In that 
bonnet-shop are three or four ladies of good posi- 
tion ; the old woman who keeps the lace-stall has 
only select customers ; I have shown you the piles 
of magnificent dresses, that must have cost five 
hundred, even to a thousand francs each — well, 
only persons who go into good society can want 
these ; and as for boots and shoes, you buy them 
at just one-half the fashionable shop prices. 
You see how much it is the custom of onr 
saving Parisians to avail themselves of this 
place, by its vastness. I don't know what poor 
creatures like your humble ^eT^^»\it ^owld^ ds^ 
without it/ 
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* I noticed one or two young women carry- 
ing bowls and other vessels about, upon trays/ 

* Exactly. They are the purveyors of refresh- 
ments to the stall-women ; who are as sharp in 
their economy as any of their customers. You're 
in the way, dear monsieur.' 

Behind me a group of three soberly clad ladies 
were assembled round a saleswoman who was 
showing all the admirable points of a white em- 
broidered skirt. The length, the grace, and the 
adaptability of it to the taille of the youngest of the 
three ladies were discussed in the open avenue. 
I saw it hitched to the young lady's waist, then 
to the saleswoman's, then measured, and finally 
thrown aside while the group drew together to see 
whether a bargain for it could be struck. 

' They will be a quarter of an hour at that,' 
Madame Barbizon observed, as she led me away. 
' Buying here is an art ; you would get no great 
bargain, for instance. They see at once that you 
are a stranger to the place. It is people who 
know the ordinary price of the article they are 
buying, and its relative value here, who get the 
bargains. The habitues can tell when the sales- 
women are very anxious to get rid of their goods. 
You may study human nature hereabouts, monsieur 
— perhaps an ugly side of it now and then — ^but 
an honourable side too. All the buyers to-day 
are respectable people, who will not go one cen- 
time beyond their xneaxi^. TVx^rj ^SW-ki^^^Tao credit, 
I must repeat,— becau^^ ^i^i^l \x\ss^ ^^Ts^^%»a.^^'«5L 
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Ibujring, and so they get the utmost for their 
anoney/ 

* I was very much struck, madame/ was my 
ireply, ^with an open air sale of furniture — of 
lousehold goods generally — that takes place, on 
certain days, on the Place of the Hotel de Ville, in 
Brussels. People who have goods to sell go out 
into the public square, and get the best price 
people can afford to give for them. I am quite 
sure, open markets of this description in great 
towns would be a boon to the poorer inhabitants. 
Do away with the auctioneer, and his low fol- 
lowers, who really steal a houseful of furniture in 
an hour or two, and then go and divide the booty 
among themselves. Set aside broad open spaces, 
where the man who has to sell may come in direct 
contact with the man who has to buy. In England, 
where the man in difficulties is stripped by legal 
harpies, by attorney, accountant, sheriff, auction- 
eer, and the sale-gang; where the broker can 
sweep a house clean at his own price — where the 
laws that affect the poor are harsher than in any 
kingdom I have dwelt in — such facilities as you 
have here for cheap buying and selling, such 
markets of all description as abound in your 
cities, would be so many ways to the social sal- 
vation of the hardest working race on the face 
of God's earth.' 

* Permit me to observe,' Madame Barbizon in- 
terrupted, * that whatever my Cash Temple, as you 
aie pleased to call it, may \)e, \\» \"aTio\> ^Scifc^^^sbi^^^^^ 
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moral reflections on the relative social arrange- 
ments of States. Besides, I came here for a cer- 
tain purpose with which you have nothing to do. I 
thank you for your company, and ' 

* But, madame,' I protested, * I cannot think 
of leaving you in this crowd, and among all these 
people.* 

Madame Barbizon laughed, and said, ^ I am at 
home, and this is my way,' pointing down one of 
the crowded side avenues. * Sans adieu, ! * 

And, in a moment, she disappeared behind tiers 
of blankets, mattresses, and impermeables. 

* What a clever, scheming, right-minded, brave 
little woman!' said I, as I strode through the 
<^rand avenue of the Cash Temple, to the pleasant 
open air. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

MADAME PIN-BEC * AT HOME.' 

Madame Fin-Beo receives, in the season, every 
Monday evening. It has been her day for many 
years. The amiable custom gives her no trouble. 
A well-furnished tea-table — the tea being the 
finest in the market, not of the coarse flavour 
English tea-drinkers usually affect — some dishes 
of petitS'fourSf and a savarin, and the preparations 
are told. In the winter, sometimes, a sip of punch 
in the ante-chamber ; on extra late nights a cup 
of bouillon before her guests risk the cold air. 
This is, I have always thought, a happy mean 
between the feeding bouts of England and the 
uncheered receptions of Spain. I have often 
heard the French people charged with a lack of 
friendship, and I think they are open to it, but 
they are eminently sociable. Their love of 
amusement compels them to be often in company. 
Music, lively conversation, little games, the dress- 
ing of a cotillony make their evening. They look 
for no supper; they are in the highest spirits 
with a strop. Very few of them could afford to 
receive twenty or thirty people m \5aevt x^qtoa 
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every week, if it was necessary to feed their 
guests. In England, directly you ask people to 
dances, they hare a vision of a supper-table, 
ices, and champagne. Pleasant accompaniments 
enough, but not necessaries to refined social inter- 
course. 

If English people would only think so, and 
reduce the present galling expenses of seeing 
society, they would, as a member of the Jockey 
Club observed to me, ^grease the wheels of 
life ! ' and many a family now troubled and 
crippled by the cost of its social gentilities would 
have a new era of ease opened upon it. There 
would be no Gunther bills, no crushing wine 
accounts. And, in addition, the tone of society 
would be improved. It would be more intellectual 
than it is. There would be salons as there are in 
France, where the wit would be the feast; and 
where a general interchange of ideas among 
cultivated men and women would be the vivifying 
enjoyment. 

' Your ideas,' said one of Madame Fin-Bee's 
guests to me, ^ will never grow in the soil of per- 
fidious Albion. I have been in their society, at 
our embassy, and in their own houses. Crowds, 
refreshments — refreshments, crowds; and their 
journeys a pas de course, from one mob to another, 
that is what I saw. Their dinners ! The most 
expensive, over-laden, formal ceremonies I ever 
attended. TTie CVim^^^ ^x^ x^<^t more formal. 
The arm tliat ia otteTeOL ^o^a. \s. ^^ tv^^ ^ss^ 
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xmsympatlietic as the elbows of their chairs. You 
see the wine warm them a little. They simmer 
at dessert. You find every luxury money can 
buy ; but with the exception of a few houses, not 
that naturalness, that elan^ we have in good 
society. Among the English middle classes, the 
best- behaviour air of their salons is inexpressibly 
painful.' 

* I maintain, comtesse,^ was my reply, * that 
the stiffness comes from the ceremony which 
accompanies all social intercourse in England. 
Their welcome is hearty when a stranger passes 
within their gates, but he finds ceremony in the 
heart of the home. The children are formal, and 
come down from their nursery after dinner pain- 
fully brushed ; the breakfast table is laid out with 
the stifiFness of a chessboard, and down come the 
ladies and gentlemen all at one even temper, 
with one formal salute. This is very diflScult 
for the Frenchman, or the Italian — aye, or the 
German, to bear.' 

* Don't talk about it/ said the sparkling little 
countess, who must have suffered agony in such 
an atmosphere ; and she shook her shoulders at 
the mere remembrance of the coldness. 

* It is but snow,' I went on to say ; * it chills 
your hands, for a moment, but there is warmth 
under it.' 

* Monsieur Fin-Bee,' the vivacious French- 
woman said^ turning upon me, aiid laying the 

edffo of her feai upon my Cixm^ ^ "5 Wl ^wi^ Tis:5^ 
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persuade me that you have any chance of trans- 
planting our order, our economy, our hatred of 
debt, our abandon, our faculty of being easily 
amused, to London. You want people who are in a 
country where the cookery is au beurre, to establist 
a kitchen a VhuUe. You may talk and write, and 
who can talk and write with the charm of 
Monsieur Fin-Bee ? but you cannot have a kitchen 
a Vhuile where there is no oil. Leave them to 
their butter. It is wasteful, it is bad, it is 
horribly dear and nasty ; but it is their way, 
monsieur. Ladies like the baronne are Frencli 
pur sang.^ 

The baronne, a middle-aged lady, of great 
fortune, was advancing towards us. My opponent 
took her hand, drew her to the sofa beside her, 
and continued : 

' I heard of you this morning, and I want to 
read Monsieur Fin-Bee a lesson. Our friend 
Clotilde has been telling me of your morning's 
work. You have been visiting I don't know how 
many poor and sick for your bureau de bienfai- 
sance, and then your own poor. You do too much, 
chere. Imagine this, Monsieur Fin-Bee, the 
baronne has been this very day doing the menage 
of a poor sick woman in the Marais, who is a 
particular pet of hers. She made her pot-au-feti, 
fetched her medicine from the maison de secours, 
rewed her tisane, made her bed, and put her 
>om thoroughly in otSiet % ^TA^[^l^\^. ^^\!Lt home 
thausted, and dreaaeai iox ^Ssi^'^^\^- 
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The haronne protested that she had done 
nothing ; but she had gone through gallantly the 
^ork hundreds of fine ladies of Paris and of the 
provincial towns perform daily. 

* I never found English ladies like the harcmne^ 
said the countess, while she held her friend's hand 
in her lap, and stroked and petted it. Then 
she held the little hand aloft, and laughing, 
cried: 

* There's the hand that makes pancakes d 
merveille ! ' 

The barorme was very fond of poor children ; 
and, it seems, often amused herself in making 
pancakes in the homes of her proteges. While 
acknowledging the baronne^s real benevolence, I 
protested that her friend was unjust towards 
English ladies. 

^ Oh ! ' cried the countess, ' they are bountiful. 
They are always ready with a handful of money 
for charity ; but you never see them with a ragged 
child upon their knees, nor teaching poor folk how 
to cook, and live cheaply — nor, well — making pan- 
cakes for hungry little gamins. They don't know 
how, my dear Monsieur Ein-Bec, They have our 
fortunes ten times told ; so they have no idea of 
economy. A duchess who carries a parcel is no 
duchess to them; and the middle classes follow, like 
geese on a common. 

* Granted,' I said. ^ But, remember, my dear 
lady, that there is a poor law ; that everybody pays 

B tax to the poor; that thexe ^t^ ^Qt^'3ViSft?5s^<^ 
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dgiles, which are open to all who are homeless 

and starving ' 

* Don't speak to me ' — ^here the baronne broke 
in for the first time — ^ about English workhouses, 
and the rest of it. People don't die of hunger in 
our streets. We have our pauvres honteux; but 
we go out in search of them, and insist upon help- 
ing them. The pauvre honteux in London— dies! 
The parish does not look out for him ; it is a gain 
to the parish that he has a grain or two of self- 
respect left in him. There are two ways of help- 
ing, my dear Monsieur Fin-Bee' 

I was only too glad to listen to the little 
baronne, who was a business-like worker at the art 
of alms, and had experience in a score of good 
ceuv7*es, 

' The way the English poor people are helped, I 
am told, is the worst. They never teach them what 
to do in order to help themselves. I made a «owpe 
to-day for one of my poor friends — ^yes, borrowed 
her apron and made it, and went out with her to 
buy the vegetables first ; and I reckon that it is 
better than if I had put a napoleon into her hand. 
I study every sort of domestic economy — nothing 
is too little. They wonder where I get all my in- 
formation, and they laugh at me, but I get them 
to follow me. I watch the market, and make a 
point of knowing what is cheapest, every time I am 
2[oing to make one of my rounds. 

^ A most exceWeiA ^T^e.\Aft^J 'V^'^'^'^^. 

^ Then. I sho^ ttLeta\io^pj >iJcife Oo.^^^^N.Ss.tsj^'^- 



MADAME FIN-BEC 'AT HOME.' 183 

i«rays the best, because some cheap foods, you see, 
are not nutritious. I explain to them, for instance, 
the value of lentils as compared with turnips/ 
The countess laughed outright. 

* But you ought to have a pulpit, my dear feo- 
ronne.'* 

^ An old chair is the best pulpit for my purpose. 
As for my information, chere^ it is easily got from 
one's doctor, or a little treatise on the subject. 
But every one knows that lentils are more nutri- 
tious than any other description of pea or bean.' 

I asked whether my kind visitor did not often 
find stubborn prejudice and resistance in her way. 

*At every step,' she answered. ^Tou must 
have their confidence first. I never begin by 
preaching at them. If a woman is slatternly, lazy, 
ill-tempered in the midst- of her poverty, I feel my 
way. The first time I touch upon the fatigue I 
have myself undergone; the number of stairs I 
have climbed, etcetera. I put one or two of the 
chairs in order against the walls, with a gentle ob- 
servation that they are out of place. I reprove the 
mother through the children ; tell them that ill- 
temper brings wrinkles.' 

* There you are right,' the countess interjected. 
* It makes people ugly before their time.' 

* I give a plain frock to one of the girls, to- 
gether with a lesson on neatness and cleanliness ; 
but I never venture to lecture the mother. No, 
no ; through kindness to the children, I make her 
my friend. One day I find ttv^ tootcl %^tq^'^^'> 
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and the chairs dusted, and the atmosphere as fresh 
as it is on the boulevards. But I make no remark 
on the change. I go on with my little lessons. 
The bits of help I bring always give me texts 
for a useful word or two, but never for a sermon. 
But my diflSculty is with the men. I fear, Mon- 
sieur Fin-Bee, you are mauvais sujets^ one and 
all/ 

The countess threw in her hearty acquiescence. 
* Every creature,' she said, ^ who wears a moustache 
is wicked ; there is no use discussing it. I dare 
say, my dear haronne, you find the husbands of 
these poor women spending half the money that 
should go to the comfort of the family, and^ ' 

^ Half ! * the enthusiastic little haronne ex- 
claimed. ^ Many poor wives would be very content 
with half. The monsters will spend two-thirds of 
their week's earnings on Sunday and Mondays 
and many of them never get back to the work^ 
shop before Wednesday morning. The bette 
workmen the worse fathers and husbands, that i^ 
the shocking part of it.' 

' So that,' I interrupted, * if it were not for 
the good management of the women in their 
households, thousands of families would be 
starving.' 

' Tou may say that, monsieur ; and where there 
is real want, even with a brutal, cafcare^-haunting 
husband, the wife is wanting, too, in some quality.' 

^ And now,' sai^i 1, '\ a-m. ^oJvc^'^ \si ^%k -^ou 
a serious question. Smcie^ ^cix>. V^^^qts^'^^-^^^^^'v>.^^ 
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of London -while the baron was secretary to the 
embassy, why is London misery acuter and wider 
Bpread than ours.' 

'I leave you,' the countess interposed; 'yoil' 
ftre too learned on the subject for me. Take mj*' 
place, MoDsieor Fin-Bee. I shall go in quest of:' 
Some recruits for my cotillon.' 

The harmme was convinced it was, in the first 
place, the drunken Iiabits of the husbands, and, 
in. the second place, the utter helplessness of the 
'''i'ves. ' Monsieur, they know nothing ; they are 
^ helpless as the ragged little children crawling 
''I>on the floor. They will scrape a little coal 
'c>gether, and burn a fire in the hottest days of 
^Hmmer. But they are only, poor things, lite 
tk.e rest of their countrywomen. If we poor 
■*' ^*~ench ladies were as careless and expensive in 
*"t».r houses as our British sisters are, we should 
*c»on ruin ourselves, and our children would not 
S^t a sou of dot.' 

' Your experience agrees,' I said, ' with that of 
tlie comtesse.' 

'We used to compare our observations in 
Xiondon. .We tallied very much about it; but I 
am sure we made no impression.' 

* If you coidd not,' waB my remark, ' what 
hope can I have ? ' 

' How foohsh ! Your little papers will talk to 
hundreds and thousands. The English people are 
not fools, nnderstand, Monaiera "Em-^iea^ 
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fhe people of the best common sense in the world; 
that they love money; that they are practical; 
and therefore that it is only necessary to show 
them the daily folly of which they are guilty inthieir 
homes, to make them reform. You see, madam, 
it has been proyed by their own learned men, 
who have drawn up scientific dietaries (&r richer 
than ours for our prisons and poor), that an adnlt 
can be supplied with sufficient food to repair and 
keep in healthy vigour the adult human frame at 
something between two shillings and three shil- 
lings a week. A woman requires one-tenth less 
than a man ; and we may take children at hall 
This calculation is based on English food and 
English cookery.' 

* Our methods would reduce the cost.' 

* A good thirty per cent. Reduce the cost this 
thirty per cent., and then apply the cost of living for 
the poor, and of thoroughly recuperative diet; for 
all short of that is waste and folly. Spread among 
the lowest class of labourers' wives a series of 
economical dietaries priced, and teach tbem how 
to prepare them.' 

^ It would be excellent ; it would be better than 
all the blanket distributions, monsieur, if it could 
be done. But try your reform upon the educated 
— the fashionable — first ; for the English people 
will only follow them.' 

' Everybody tells me this,' I sharply answered. 
^I have done so, ^jdA. >2!afe^ ^^^>^ tjl^\. ^ten. 

Thej ' 
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* Persevere,' the la/ronne said, with solemnity; 
then taking mj arm, she added, breaking into a 
smile, *but, pardon, I have promised to help 
Madame Fin-Bee at the tea-table. She has the • 
most delicious tea in the world.' 



THE END. 
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lo BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 

THE RUSKIN GE/AfAf.—Squam 8vo, doth extra, 6s. 6d, ; 

gilt edges, 7s, 6d. 

German Popular Stories. 

Collected bf the Brothers Grimm, and Translatfid hj Edgar Taylok. 
Edited with an Introduction by John Ruskin. With sa lUnstntiofli 
after the inimitahir designs at George Cruikshank. Both Series 
Complete. 
**TktUltutrmti0mt^tkisv0lnmi • . . art of fuiU tUrUng and mdK&nSk 




hfm$tdt(ins9meqMatiHttof dttisuaHm^^unHxMUhd even hy him), . . . Ttmek 
somewhat tfUarred copies q/ tJkem, looktng at them threufh a magniMmg gkttt 
emd neffer^ibtg two Unes where Crm'hshanh has put aniy one, wouUThe an tsif 
eUe in deeuicn and severt drawing which would leave afterwards little to ie bsm 
tn 9cheols"^Extract/rom Introduction by John Ruskin. 

Post 8yo, doth limp, aj. 6^. 

Glexmy'8 A Year's Work in Garden and 

Greenhouse : Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Manage* 
ment of the Flower. Fruit, and Frame Garden. By George Glennt. 

" A great detU of valuable information^ conveyed in very simple language, Tkt 
amateur need net wish for a better guide ** — Lebds Mbrcury. 

Crown 8vo, doth gilt and gilt edges, js, 6d, 

Golden Treasury of Thought, The : 

An ENCYCLOPiEi>iA OF QUOTATIONS from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited by Theodore Taylor. 

New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 75.6^. 

Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, 

Described from Antique Monuments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
KoNER. Translated from the Third German Edition, and Edited by 
Dr. F. HuEFFER. With 545 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, js, 6d, 

Greenwood's Low-Life Deeps : 

An Account of the Strange Fish to be found there. By James Green- 
wood. With Illustrauons in tint by Alfred Concanen. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with Ilhistrations, js, 6d. 

Greenwood's Wilds of London: 

Descriptive Sketches, from Personal Observations and Experience, of 
Remarkable Scenes, People, and Places in London. By James Green- 
wood. With 12 Tinted Illustrations by Alfred Concanen. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 4s. 6d. 

Guyot's Earth and Man; 

or, Physical Geography in its Relation to the History of Mankind. 
With Additioas by ProfessoTS ^G^s^\^, 'PYE.^c^.^asid Gray ; za Maps 
and Engravings on Steel, some Co\outc^» «5i^ cw^\w»\tv««ji^. 
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ite i6mo (Tauchniti siie), dolli ^ 

Solden Library, The : 



dHiatorrof Bugload. By 



I (WlUlam) IJ76H of 
I Autocrat of the 

Table. Will, an InliDdut- 

I Profaaaor at the 

f^BraaWaH Table. 

tood'B Wiilma and Oddities. 

^Compleie. Witb ^ [heoiieiaslll- 

(Washlagton) Tales of 

(Wuhlngton) Tales of 

'd) Scenes and 

>«nlry Uh. 

una. Both 



f tluAlluj 



jAmb'a BsBays 

I Sai« CoQiplcLe io <jiic VQj, 

I Hunt's EasajB : A Tite 
a Chinmoy Comer, and whtr 

-laby EpHONoOLnItii. 



SlaUory'B (Sir Thomas) Mort 
d'AjiKur; Tht Storiesof KingArlhut 

Tabla. Ediled by B. MONTOOumua 
RANHiNa. 
Faaoal's Proylnolal Letteri. A 

New TmOBlMlon, wilh Historical la- 
troducuon and Maiss, by T. M'Cwa 

Pope's Foetieal Works. Com- 

pltK. 

Roahefouoauld's Maxima and 
MonJ RcllrciloBS. Wilh Notes, and 
fkn Introductory Eauy by SAIrfTB> 

St. Pierre's Paol and Tlrglnls, 

and The Indian Collage. Edited, 
witb Life, by Che Rel. &. Clabki. 

}Ila?'a Early : 

ueen Mab, with E 

Shelley'B Later Poems : I^on 

Shellej's PoathumouB Poemi, 

the Shelley Papers. &c. 

Sbelley'B Proas Works, inclod- 



1. Irvyu 



lofD 



White's Natural HiBtory of Sel- 



Sake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by : . 

Uaiden EoBtaay. Small 4I0, ctuth extra, %s. J 

Now Symbols. Cco«-n Svo, cloth exira, 6j. 1 

IdBgencls of the Morrow. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 61. J 

idium Sio, doih ex)n, gilt, with IllusuationE, 7J, 6rf. 

aall'8(Mrs. S. OSketchea oflri&h Character. 

Wilb numerous lllustralioiis on Steel and Wood by MACUax, <htr i 
r, Hakvey, and G. CkuiksHANK. 

"3-** Irlt\ Siltc/ul oj this laJytisfHiili ariii MilMd't UmMli/M RnrUth 1 

- • u m^' Our fiUafi,' iHl Ikiy art far mart vigtrrm mnJ fittHttitMt ' ' 



St Bvo, cloth ertia, 41. &/. ; a (ew large-paper eopis, baU-Roxb., ■ 

Handwriting, The PUiloao^'taa tA. 

" ■ Felix DB S AIRMAN cfc. WWoxi^Vaj^wK^ 



la BOOKS PUBUSHED BY 



Haweis (Mrs.), Works by : 

The Art of Drest. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Illustrated by the 

Anthor. Small 8to» illastiated corer, zf . ; doth limp, \s, 6d. 
••A weH-tmtidtrgd mtUm^t U a^fy ea$umi cf good ta$U to the eothma 
of Imdiot ^ our timo. .... Mrs. Hameu writes frankly and to im 
40bU. sh* dots mot mhteo mattors, but Mdh renumstrates with hor otm ux 
om tAo /USos tkoy mdm^ m. .... IVe may rscommend tAo book to tkt 
Imdus whom it concoms/'^KTWKKMXSU, 

The Art of Beauty. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Square Svo, 

doth eictra, gilt, gilt edges, with Coloured Frontispiece and nearly xoo 
Illustrations, xos, 6d. 

The Art of Decoration. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Small 4to, 

handsomely bound and profusely Illustrated, los. 6d, [Jm tke^iss. 

♦»♦ See also Chaucer, p.S<f *^ Catalogue, 



\SPECIMENS OF MODERN POETS.— Croitn 8vo, doth extra, 6s. 

Heptalogia (The) ; or, The Seven against Sense. 

A Cap with Seven Bells. 

'* O/ retUly good parodies it would he difficult to name more than half-a-doaen 
outside the * Anti-Jacobin * the ' Rejected Addresses ; and the 'Ballads of Bon 
GauUier. ' , , . It is no slight Praiu to say that the volume be/ore us bears 
comparison with these celebrated collections. . . . But the merits of the booh 
cannot be fairly estimated by means of a few extracts ; it should be read at length 
to be apfreciated properly ^ and, in our opinion^ its merits entitle it to be very 
widely read indeed,** — St. Jambs's Gazbttb. 

Cr. 8vo, bound in parchment, &r. ; Large-Paper copies (only 50 printed), i^r. 

Herbert.— The Poems of Lord Herbert of 

Cherbury. Edited, with an Introduction, by J . Churton Collins. 

\In the press. 

History of Hertfordshire. 

By John Edwin Cussans. 

This Magnificent Work, ranging with the highest class of County 
Histories, the result of many years' labour, is now completed, and in course 
of delivery to Subscribers. 

It is comprised in Eight Parts, imperial quarto, each containing the 
complete History of one of the Eight Hundreds into which the County is 
divided, with separate Pagination, Title, and Index. Each Part contains 
about 350 pages, and is printed in the most careful manner on fine paper, 
with full-page Plates on Steel and Stone, and a profusion of smaller En- 
gravings on Wood of objects of interest in the* County, and the Arms of 
Uie principal Landowners, together with elaborate Pedigrees (126 in all), 
new for the first time printed. 

The price to Subscribers is Two Guineas each complete Part. Pur- 
chasers are guaranteed the possession of a work of constantly increasing 
value by the fact that only three hundred and fifty copies are printed, the 
greater number of which are already subscribed for. 

Seveaty-&ve copies only, numbered and svgaed >a^ vV^^ A^\itlior, have 
been specUlly printed on Large Paper ^^Ro^al ¥oV\o^» v^^^ '^^^ ^oNaaa«a& 
cack Part, 



r 



CHATTO &• WINDUS, PICCADILLY. 13 

Complete ia Four Vols., demy Bto, clolh exlra, laj. each. 
History of Our Own Times, from the Accession 

of Queen Vicloria lo the General Eleclion of i38o. By JnSTiN 
McCartHt, M.P, 
"Criticism ii diiarmed ii/ori . 
TkiMttarralfygiKdlMkotiartat 
eamUiay « mft fsr it.-'- SATUt 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 31. 

Hobhouse's The Dead Hand : 

Addresses on the snbjecl of Endowmentsand Settlements of Property. 
By Sir Arthur Hobhouse, Q.C, K. C.H.I. 

Crown Bvo, oloth extra, 4J. dd. 

Hollingshead's (John) Plain English. 

"ta-Ulci^aU iMmina iHlerlmnm>*t/rim tktfmaal if Mr. HalBigihuul't 



Crown Bvo, dolh limp, with IlluslratioDS, at. 6d. 

Holmes's The Science of Voice Production 



Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 71. 6rf. 

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works, 



Hood's (Tom) From Nowhere to the North 



" TJu amusing leiUrM" !> tr'/xflt intrnpinti •tin tit {••ali'V •^•"' 
ut&t CUldrrH ?™r a*i fca™ id 'issify. Missrs. Brunim aW JonM. de filll 

Crown 8vo, cloth estra, gilt, 71. 6d. 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works, 

induding bis Ludicrous Adventures. Bons-mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. 
With a new Lifeof ihe Author, PortfiUts, Facsioiites, and Illustiationa. 
Crown Svo, doth extra, 71. 

Home's Orion : 

An Epic Poem in Three Booia. 'B^ ?JCftK%» 'ft.'srawn.T. '^.'swRt, 

Wilb a brief Commenlarj hy Ae \a.ftot . >N\'Cn,VWWic»?*K'^S'>«™'^ 

[ ihMn a Medallion by StiUME.B.s, Teo.1ii^AiS\wi. . 
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Crown 8vOk doth extra, "js, 6d, 

Howell's Conflicts of Capital and Labor::^ 

Historically and Economically considered. Being a History 
Review of the Trade Unions of Great Britain, showing their Orif 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in their Political, Social, 
noDucal, and Industrial Aspects. By Georgb Howell. 

** Tkit ic&k is am atUmpt, and oh thg whcU a successful attempt^ to place 
W0rk e/irade mdatu in the Past^ and their affects in the future^ fairfy tefore 
fubVc/rem the vtorhing imm*spirint efwiew,**'-'PALL Mall Gazbttb. 

Demy 8vo, doth extra, las, 6d, 

HnefiiBr's The Troubadonrs: 

A History of Provencal Life and Literature in the Middle Ages. 
FaAwcis Hueffer. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, dr. 

Janvier. — Practical Keramics for Students.- 

By C. A. Janvier. 

" Pf^m he found a useful handbook by those who wish to try the tnanufactu^'^^ 
or decoration of pottery t and may be studied by all who desire to know somethii^S^ 
of the art.** — Morning Post. 

A New Edition, Revised and partly Re-written, with several New 
Chapters and Illustrations, crown 8vo, cloth extra, -js, 6d, 

Jennings' The Rosicmcians: 

Their Rites and Mysteries. With Chapters on the Ancient Fire and 
Serpent Worshippers. By Hargrave Jennings. With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illustrations. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by: 

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we Grow, and How we Cook 

Them. By Tom Jerrold, Author of '* The Garden that Paid the Rent," 

&c. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

** The combination of hints on cookery with gardening has been very cleverh 

oarried out^ and the result is an interesting and highly instructive little work. 

Mr. ferrold is correct in saying that English people do not make half the use «f 

vegetables they might ; and by showing how easily they can begroTvn, and so obtained 

fresh, he is doing a great deal to make them more Popular.** — Daily Chronicle. 

Household Horticulture : A Gossip about Flowers. By Tom 
Jerrold. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2f. (id. \Jn the press. 

Two Vols. 8vo, with 52 Illustrations and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 141, 

Josephus^ The Complete Works of. 

Translated by Whiston. Containing both •' The Antiquities of the 
Jews " and " The Wars of the Jews." 

Small 8vo, cloth, full gilt, gilt edges, with Illustrations, df. 

Eavanaghs' Pearl Fountain^ 

And other Fairy Stories. By Bridget and Julia Kavanagh. With 
Thirty Illustrations by ]. Moyh ^ni\t^. 

"Genuine new fairy stories of the old type^ some 0/ tkem <u dclisKthO. m<1U 
"Vsr/ qfGrifHm*s * German Popular Storitx} . . . ,♦ ^o^ *V T*** ^JH 
^ are downright, thorou^h-^&ing fairy ^^orxtxof ^d^T^f^ijS!^^^^^;^ 
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By Daisy Watekuouse IUwkfns. Wuh 17 lUustra- 



^H^ Cfom Bto, illuslraCed boards, wllh numefoiu Plates, 

^vLace (Old Point), and How to Copy and 

^^ Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with Portraits, 71.6^. 

Lamb's Complete Works, 

In Piose and Vorae, reprinted from tho Original Editions, wilh maUT 
Pieces hitherto unpublished. Edited, with Notes and introducthni, 
by R.H, Shepherd. With Two Pornails and Fausiiaile of a Pag* 
of the " Essay a\ Roast Pig." 
"A comfliU tdiliim tf Lami't writingt, in pmu anil vtru, kai Imt tttm 
manUil, anil it nrx niMlitd. TAe idilsr apftars It iatu Itbn grtal fmma 

numitr 0/ fUns vikuA art Mm rtfmdmitd /tr Ikt fi'il iimc liatr their triginuS 



CiowD Svo, cloth extra, with numeious Illustialions. las. 6d. 

Lamb (Mary and Charles) : 

Tbdr Poems, Lettets, and Remainb. With RemtniBcEDoes and Notea 
by W. Cahsw HAZI.ITT. With Hancock's Portrait of the Esayisi, 
Pac^mjles of the Title-pages of the rare First Edittons of LAmb's and 
Co eiidge'a Works, and Dumerous lUtultsIious. 
" Vtry immy fasuLgii vill dtligki Ihi'u Itttl »/ aitrary trifia; hardif aMt 
tirtint^iU/ailiKi^lcnttfsTls^tnBfCharUiLa«<bandkuiiiltrr—^txoxas. 



I 
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all Bvo, eloih esits 








Lamb's 


Poetry 


for Children, 


and 


Prince 
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Carefully Rep 




copies. 
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^wkic\aiUluh,arU 
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itny Bvo, cloth extra, with Maps and fllustrationi, iBi. 

Lamont's Yachting In the Arctic Seas ; 

or, Notes of Fire Voyages of Span and Discovery in the Neighbour- 
hood of Spitil>ergen and Novaya Zemlya. By James LauonT, 
F.R.G.S. With numerous full-page Illustrations by Dr. LiVksaV. 
**Afttr vtadiKg Ikvoitgh ittttH6frUx' vctuHtti of t£y fieUoH^ eorutcted mtrr^Uvtt 

Otr'TtlB atU^lftrsid '■B.illt aiicdnai am/ infrKalKn , 
t^ wiaritmii. . . . Thr book, <u ■ wW>, u f*> 

k Crown Evo, cloth, full gilt, 7J. 

Latter- Day Lyrics : 
Poems of Sentiment and RcBectlon by Living Writers ; selected and 
I arranged, with Notes, by W. Da vbmp'jrt Adams. WithaNotaor 
some foreign Fortoa of Veiae.b-j Kusu*XiQ«ia&. — 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. 

Lares and Penates; 

Or, The Background of Life. By Florence Caddy. 

*' Th4 whole book is well worth reeuiing, for it i$ ftdl of practical suggestions. 
; • . . iVe hope nobody will te deterred frofn taking y/ a book which teaches a 
goad deal about sweetening poor lives as well as giving grace to wealthy ones*''— 
Graphic 

Crown 8vo, cloth, full gilt, dr. 

Leigh's A Town Garland. 

By Henry S. Leigh, Author of "Carols of Cockayne." 

** If Mr. LeigKs verse survive to a future geturaHon — and there is no rmuon 
wky that honour should not be accorded productions so delicate, so finished, and se 
full of humour — their author will Probably be remembered as the Poet qf the 

Strand." — Athenaum. 

» — ^^— ^— ^^— ^^-^^— ______^-^^ 

Second Edition.— Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 6s. 

Leisure-Time Studies^ chiefly Biological. 

By Andrew Wilson, F.R.S.E., Lecturer on Zoology and Compara- 
tive Anatomy in the Edinburgh Medical School. 

"It is well when we earn take up the work of a really qualified invesfigtUor, 
who in the intervals of his more serious Professional labours sets himself to ^part 
knowledge in such a simple and elementary form as may attract and instruct, 
with no danger of misleading the tyro in natural science. Such a work is this 
little volume^ mcule up of essays and addresses written and delivered hy Dr. 
Andrew Wilson^ lecturer and examiner in sciettce at Edinburgh and Glasgow, at 
leisure intervals in a busy Professional life. . . . Dr. Wilson's pages teem with 
matter stimulating to a healthy love of science and a reverence for the truths 
of nature.*' — Saturday Review. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7^. 6^. 

Life in London; 

or, The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. With the 
whole of Cruikshank's Illustrations, in Colours, after the Originals. 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Lights on the Way : 

Some Tales within a Tale. By the late J. H. Alexander, B.A. 
Ekiited, with an Explanatory Note, by H. A. Page, Author of 
«« Thoreau : A Study." 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 'js. 6d, 

Longfellow's Complete Prose Works. 

Including *' Outre Mer," *' Hyperion," " Kavanagh," **The Poets 
and Poetry of Europe," and "Driftwood." With Portrait and Illus- 
trations by Valentine Bromley. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7J. 6d. 

Longfellow's Poetical Works. 

Carefully Reprinted from the Oti^inal Editions. With numerous 
&ne Illustrations on Steel and 'Wood. 
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I Crown Svo, cloth eitra, y. 

Ltmatio Asyltim, My Experiences in a. 



CUT aHlkZ-i mattfits 






5NCH Dure, ' ^^ 



Demy Svo, witb Fourteen full-p^e Plates, cloth boards, 

lusiad (The) of Camoens, 

Tranalated into English Spenserian verse by ROBERT Ffrench DlTre, 
Knight Commander of the Portuguese Royal Order of Chi' ' 

Uacqaoid (Mrs.), Works by: 

In tha Ardennea. By Katkarine S. Macquoid. With 

5oiiite1l1us>rBiion<byTHDUAS R. MAcquori). Uniliiriii with "Kdurn 
and l^smdi.'' Square Bvo, cloth cxm, im. 6d. 

Isur. . . - Tb n>ck pf our naden ai an alrtady thiuklRg aboHt litjtar'l 
kiUdar, wi stiffng!y rteemmend tkt f>trutat of Mrs. Mttc^wntti exftritnas, 
Tki doat u vuil lUuslfaild by Mr. TJwihoi B. MnrqMcid."~G>J..m\C. 

ad Legei ' " "" ~ 

._ „..B S. MAcg 

Macquoid. Square Bvo, cloth gUi, lor, 6, 
" Ur. ami Mrt. MacsMtiil law iitn ilniliiiif in Ifamtataif aiU Britlat^, 
tmdilurattU tj Ik^r o&tftvafitiu and rwstArchaln tluti ^ktatrtsqut Umd 

tnvet ncr a caUtctivt a/sUritit hut a beffk purttUtiHS almfiti in iom^ d4tra 
n/iacit/ tAaidkanuCtrl. . . . TAt iUiistratfim, wiocA art MIOKrrBui, 
an drawn, at a rult. milk rimariaili dtlicact m KtU at tuitk trtu mrliitic 

/•4li-V."-Vi.X<.t N«ws. 

Ttarougli Normandy. By Katharine S. Macqdoid. With 

go lUuslraliooi by T. R. Maqjuoid. Square Svo, clolh r»tta, 71. 6d. 
•■ 0-u cflht f.m booki wUik can be read at a pita efliltratHre, Mkitst at 
til am* limt handy in tki kimfKck."—Es.iT,iri Quastkruv Rsviinr. 
Through Brittany. By Kathakinb S. Macquoid. With 

unuiRtFUsIllusiialiDnlby T, R. MACqUOID. 5q. Svo. cloth extra, 71. U 
"Tkitltaiaol comfanioHikifvkick Mrt. Macguiiil cgcri, vJalt itandir- 
(Hg/mm aruftiHl a/inttntl is aai-tktr, stimt In (krrw a rtntwtd ckawm 
mrmmil tack o/l-drficlid unu."— Mo HKiHO Post. 

Crovn Evo, clolh eklra, with lllualrations, k, 6d, 

Madre Natura v. The Moloch of Fashion. 

By Luke Limneb. With 33 lU us iraliooa by the Author, FoukTH 
Edit low, revisi^d and enlarged. 

Handsomely primed in facsimile, price 51, 

Magna Charta. 

An exact Facsimile or the Original Document in the British 
pdDted on fine plate paper, nearly a feet long by a fbet ■""'- 
m AnmaadSeals emblazoned in Gold ftnd CctoMn. 



l8 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



MaUook's (W. H.) Works : 

IB Life Worth Living F By William Hurrbll ICallock. 

New Editioa, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

** TkU tUe^ly iftUruting volnm4 li it the mest ^ottmfiil vtt^ 

dic^ium o/reUgum^ both naturtU and revealed^ that hat a^pear^ thtctBitht^ 
ButUr wrvtt, ami it much more ttse/ui than either the Analogy or the Str- 
moHt of thai great divine, at a tt/utation qf tho peculiar fifrm attumodH 

tho infidelity of th* present day Deeply philotophical at tho Mk 

it, there is not a heavy page in it. The writer is * pottettod^ to to tpeok, 
with hit great tubject, has sounded its depths, surveyed it in all its exi 
and brought to bear on it all the resources of a vivid, rich, and itm^ 
ttyle, at well at an adequate acquaintance with the tcienct, tAo^ 
and the literature of the </a^."— Irish Daily News. 

The New Republic ; or, Culture, Faith, and Philosophy in in 
Eaglish Country House. By W. H. Mallock. Post 8vo, cloth limp, af.&^ 

The New PaxQ and VirgiDia ; or, Positivism on an Island. B7 
W. H. Mallock. Post 8vo, cloth limp, ax. 6d, 

Poems. By W. H. Mallock. Small 4to, bound in parchment, &. 
A Romance of the Nineteenth Century. By W. H. Mallock. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo. \Jn the Press* 




Mark Twain's Works : 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Corrected 

throughout by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustira* 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7*. 6d, 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. By Mark Twain. With 

ICO Illustrations. Small 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d. Cheap Edition, Ulustrated 
boards, 2s. 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent of Europe : The Innocents 

Abroad, and The New Pilgrim's Progress. By Mark Twain. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2^. 

An Idle Excursion, and other Sketches. By Mark Twain. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

A Tramp Abroad. By Mark Twain. With 314 Illustrations. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
'* The fun and tenderness of the conceptton, of which no living man but 
Mark Twain is capable ^ its grace and fantasy and slyness, the wonderful 
feeling for animals that is manifest in every line^ make oj all this episode »J 
yint Baker and his Jays a piece of work that is not only delightful as mere 
reading^ but also of a high degree of vterit as literature. • . . The book U 
full of good things, and contains passages and episodes that are equal to the 
funniest of those that ha? >e gone before,^* — Athen^um. 

Milton (J. L.), Works by : 

The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise Set of Rules for the 

Management of the Skin ; with Directions for Diet, Wines, Soaps, BaUxs, 
&c. By J. L. Milton, Senior Surg<eon to St. Jokn's Hospital. Small 
^vo, IS. ; cl«th extra, w. 6d. 

The Bath in Diaeasea ol ITaa ^"^kJoi. ^m-aSL^s^^^s.-, doth extra, 

js. 6d, 
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Post 8vo, cloth limp, ax. 6^. per toI. 



Mayfoir Libraryi The: 

Tke New BepubUa ByW. H. 

lffAI.I.OCK. 

The New Paul and Virginia. 

By W. H. Mallock. 

The True History of Joshua 

Davidflon. By £. Lynn Linton. 

OldStoriesBe-told. By Walter 

Thornbury. 
Thoreaa : His Life and Aims. 

By H. A. Pagb. 

Bj stream and Sea. By Wil- 
liam SSNIOK. 

7enz d'Esprit Edited by Henry 

S. LaiGH. 
Pnniana. By the Hon. Hugh 

ROWLBY. 

More Puniana. By the Hon. 

HU<« ROWLBY. 

Pnok on Pegasus. By H. 

Cholmondblby-Pbnnbll. 

The Speeches of Charles 

Dickens. With Chapters on Dickens 
as Letter- Writer and Public Reader. 

Muees of Mayfair. Edited by 
H. Cholmondblby-Pbnnbll. 

Oastronomy as a Fine Art By 

Bxillat-Savakin. 

The Philosophy of Hand- 
writing. By Don Fblix db Sala- 
manca. 



• • 



Latter-Day Lyrioa. Edited by 
W. Davenport Adams. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gil- 
bert. First Series. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gil- 
bert. Second Series. 

Carols of Cockayne. By Henry 

S. Lbigh. 
Literary Friyolities, Fcuicies, 
Follies, and Frolics. By William 

T. DOBSON. 

Pencil and Palette; Biographi- 
cal Anecdotes chiefly of Contemporary 
Painters, with Gossip about Pictures 
Lost, Stolen, and Forged, also Great 
Picture Sales. By Robert Kempt. 

The Book of Clerical .Anec- 
dotes : A Gathering of the Antiquities, 
Humours, and Eccentricities of *' The 
Cloth.*' By Jacob Larwood. 

The Agony Column of ''The 

Times," from zSooto 1870. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by Alice Clay. 

The Cupboard Papers. By 

Fin-Bbc 
(^uips and Quiddities. Selected 

by W. Davenport Adams. [/«>f«*. 

Pastimes and Players. By 

Robert Macgrbgor. \In tke/ress. 

Melancholy Anatomised : A 

Popular Abridgment of " Burton's 
Anatomy of MeUncholy." [Ingress. 



Other Voluttus are in preparatioH, 



By Wilkie Collins. Three Vols. 



(( 



By Proxy," 



New Novels. 

THX BLACK ROBE. 

crown 8vo. 
THJfl CHAPLAIN OP THE FLEET, ^y Walter Besant 

and James Rice. Three Vols., crown Bvo. 
FBOM EXILE. By Tames Payn, Author of 

" A Confidential Agent," &c. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 
A ROMANCE OF THE NINETEENTH 

By W. H. Mallock. Two Vols., crown 8vo. 
MY LOVE. By E. Lynn Linton. Three Vols. 
A VILLAGE COMMUNE. By Qui DA. Two Vols. 
TEN YEARS' TENANT. By Besant and Rice. Three Vols. 
A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. By James Payn. Three Vols. 
A LIFE 'S ATONEMENT. By D. C. Murray. Three Vols. 
QUEEN OOPHETUA. By R. E. ¥ilAX\c.\\xo^. '^V\^<tMO&» 
THE LEADEN OASKET. By Mis. YV^S^t. tVattNO^. 
lUEBEL OJF THB FAMILY. By "E., L.. \A^1Q^* '\>Kt«.^ ^'^' 



CENTURY. 

[/« thejkress, 

[In the press. 
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Small 8vo, doth limp, with lUustratioiis, aj. 6d, 

Miller's Physiology for the Toun^; 

Or, The House of Life : Hrnnan Physiology, with its Applications to 
the Preservation of Health. For use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illu£trations. By Mrs. F. Fenwick Millbr. 

" Am admtrabU mtrodncti&n to a ntiject which all who value htalth and ti^V 
life should have at their Jingers* etuU,—'Rcao. 

Square 8vo, doth extra, with numerous lUustrations, js, 6d^ 

North ItaUan Folk. 

By Mrs. Comyns Carr. Illustrated by Randolph Caldecott. 

"' A detightfiUbooh, of a hind which ie/ar too rare. If anyone wants to nelfy 
h$u>w the rlorth Italian/olk^ we can honestly advise hint to omit thejowmey, em 
read Mrs. Carr* stages instead^ • . Description with Mrs. Carr is a reeUgifU t 
It is rarely that a booh is so ha^^y illustrated.**-^CovTmMBOVtAMX Rsvebw. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Vignette Portraits, price 6s, per Vd. 

Old DramatistSi The: 

Ben Jonson's Works. 

With Notes, Critical and Explanatery, 
and a Biographical Memoir by Wil- 
liam GiPFORO. Edited by Cdonel 
CuNNiNGHABi. Three Vols. 



Ohapman's Works. 

Now First Collected. Complete in 
Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays 
complete, including the doubtful ones; 
Vol- II. the Poems and Minor Trans- 
lations, with ah Introductory Essay 



by Algbrnon Chablbs Sworaum. 
vol. III. the Translations of the niad 
and Odjrssey. 

Marlowe's Works. 

Including his Translations. lidtedli 
with Notes and Introduction, by GoL 
Cunningham. One Vol. 
Massinger's Plays. 

From the Text of William Gifford. 
With the addition of the Tra|:edy of 
" Believe as you List.*' Edited by 
Col. Cunningham. One VoL 



Crown 8vo, red cloth extra, 5*. each. 

Ouida's Novels.— Library Edition. 



Held in Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Ohandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil Gastlemalne. 

Trlootrin. 

Puck. 

FoUe Farine. 



By OuiDA. 
By OuiDA. 
By OuiDA. 
By OuiDA. 
By OuiDA. 
By OuiDA. 
By OuiDA. 
By OuiDA. 
By OuiDA. 



Dog of Flanders. By Ouida. 
PascareL By Ouida. 

Two Wooden Shoes. By Ouida. 



Signa. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 



By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 



*«* Also a Cheap Edition of all but the last two, post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 21. each. 

Post 8\ro, cloth limp, u. 6d, 

Parliamentary Procedure^ A Popular Hand- 
book of. By Henry W. Lucy. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^'\\.)Q.VoT\x^t«xA\\S>a&\\^>aa\s&,ni,^, 

?oe's Choice Prose wiei^oeXAft^^ wNsa.. 

With BAUDELAlRii'S •' E-ssa^.'* 



CHATTQ d. WINDUS, PJCCADILtY. 



Ltbhart Editions, mostly IllustraiGd, orown 8™,doih eitn 

Piccadilly Novels, The. 

popular itarterf be f6e »«t gutijortf. 

The Fallen Leavaa. BjWilkik 



each. ~ 



Mftid, ■Wife, or Widow ? By 
Raad^-Uoney Mortiboy. By 



Jezebel's Daughter. W.Collins. 



Mt Little QlrL By W. Besant ^fceivara Ever. By Mrs. H. 



The Oise of Mr. Luoraft, By 
This Son of Vulcan. By W. 

With Harp and Orown, Br W. 

BtsANT and James Rica. 
Tha Golden ButterBy. By W. 

BttSANT and James R.CB. 
By Oella's Arbour. By W. 

BaSA>iTMid James RiL-B. 
Tha Monfes of Thelema. By 

W. BitSANr and jAMm Rice. 
'Twa» in Trafalgar's Bay. By 

The Beamy Side. By Waltb* 



lajAi 



sRirs 



Antonina. By WilkieColliks. 
fiaalL By Wilkib Collins, 
Bids and Seek. W. Collins, 
The Dead Secret. W.Collins. 
Qaaan of Hearta. W. Colli.ns. 
Ily Miaoclianies. W. Collins. 
The Woman In White, By 

The Moonstone, W. Collins. 
Man and Wifa. W. Collins. 
Poor Mies Finob. W. Collins. 
MlBi or Mrs. ? By W. CoLLiNs. 
The New Magdalen. ByWiLKig 

The Frozen Deep. W. Collins. 
Tha Iian and th» Ladv. Bv 
WiLKiaCoLLirvb, ■' ■* 

The Tno Destinies. By Wilkie 



Juliet's Quardlan. By Mrs. H. 

Pallcla, M, Bet HAM -Edwards. 
Olympia. ByR. E. FitANcrLLON, 
The Capel Oirla. By Edward 



In Love and War, By Charles 

What will the World Say P Bv 

ChiblbsGibuon. ' 

For the King, Charles Gibbon. 

In Hoaour Bound. ByCHARLts 

Queen of the Meadow. By 

CHAKIIS GlDDLlN. ' 

In Pastures Oreen. By Charles 

Under tha Greenwood Tree. 

Garth. By Julian HAWTHORHfc.j 
EUioe Quentin. By Tui 

Thomicrott'a ModeL 
V. Hunt. 
d to be Free. By Jkak 

Confldence. Henry James, Jun, 
The Queen of Connaught. By 

The Dark Colleen. By H. J^ 

Number Seventeen. ByllENl 
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Piccadilly Novels — continued, 

Tko Atonement of Leam Dun- 
das. By £. LvMN Linton. 

The World Well Lost. By £. 
Ltmm Linton. 

Under which LordP By £. 
Lynn Linton. 

With a Silken Thread. By £ 
Lynn Linton. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

By Justin McCarthy. 

My Enemy's Daughter. By 
Justin McCarthy. 

Linley Roohford. By Justin 

McCarthy. 

A Fair Saxon. By Justin 

McCarthy. 

Dear Lady Disdain. By Justin 

McCarthy. 

Iffiss Misanthrope. By Justin 

McCarthy. 

Donna Quixote. 

McCarthy. 

Quaker Oouains. 
Macdonbll. 

liOBt Rose. By Katharine S. 

Macquoid. 

The Evil Eye. By Katharine 
S. Macquoid. 

Open ! Sesame I By Florence 

Marryat. 

Written in Fire. F. Marryat. 



By Justin 
By Agnes 



Touch and Go. By Jean Mid- 

DLBMASS. 

Whiteladies. Mrs. Olifhant. 
The Best of Husband^. By 

Jambs Payn. 

Fallen Fortunes. James Payn. 
Halves. By James Payn. 
Walter's Word. Jambs Payn, 
What He Cost Her. J. Payn. 
Less Black than we're Fainted. 

By Jambs Payn, . 

By Proxy. By James Payn. 
Under One Root Jambs Payn. 
High Spirits. By Jambs Payn. 
Her Mother's Darling. By Mrs. 

J. H. RiDDBLL. 

Bound to the. Wheel. By John 

Saundbrs. 

Guy WatermEtn. J. Saunders. 

One Against the World. By 

John Saundbrs. 

The Lion in the Path. By 

John Saundbbs. 

The Way We Live Now. By 

Anthony Trollops. 

The American Senator. By 

Anthony Trollopb. 

Diamond Out Diamond. By 
T. A. Trollopb. 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2J. each. 



Popular Novels^ Cheap Editions of. 



[WiLKiB Collins' Novbls and Bbsant and Ricb's Novels may also be had ui 
doth limp at 2j. td. See, too, the Piccadilly Novbls, for Library EditiontS^ 

Maid, Wife, or Widow? By 

Mrs. Albxanobr. 



Ready-Money Mortiboy. By 
Waltbr Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 

With Harp and Crown. By 
Waltbr Bbsant and Jambs Ricb« 

This Son of Vuloan. By W. 
Bbsant and James Ricb. 

Mj lAtt^Q Girl. By the same. 
The Case of Mr. Iiuoraft. B7 

Waltbr Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 



The Gk)lden Butterfly. By W. 

Bbsant and Jambs Rice. 

By Gelia's Arbour. By Walter 

Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 

The Monks of Thelema. By 
Walter Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 

'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. By 
Walter Besant and James Ricb. 

Ee%xcL7 ^\^<a. ■^^'s.K.HT and RiCE. 
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Large ^to, cloth exlra, gill, beautifully lilustraled, 311, 6rf. 

kstoral Days ; 

Or, Mffmories of a New England Year. By W. HAMrLTON GiB50N 
WllB 76 lUustfatLon? in ihe highest aljle of Wood Engraving. 

•re ht^uli/^l than it ait will tnUr itta lAt Juarti r/ mi»l mtn U 
: Cibintu Hut oily lilt atilkurtfliw tell, ht is i\i dtiie^ir Bf iht 

XHd it laiiiU tl dlSkxU ll laj it sMck capgcily Ju tJlrau Mail ^ 

WJmfHi. Tkirti, a uKimnii iiaitif in hi' frat ^hich cluimaimdlua 
■ V ■,*•'•'" '*"^'"''"'''™*™'''™^ ''•'■' •""*•/•*«**=«»«' 
n*iulanjbiimi. /I •mi.ld it diMcMit la cxfnit Ui tugi aJmiralian at 
——■■'■'icacy^maslifllu c^raiiim T^e/ an frwfi Bt once a/ Mr. 

Crown Bvo, doth eiiia, di. 

nche— Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1879. 

B»-J. R. PlanCHE. Edited, wilh an Inlrodueiion, by bis DttughtH-, 
Mrs. Mackahness. 



Two Vols. Bvo, cloth eiira, with Illusiraiions, toi. 6d. 

Flntarch's LItos of Illustrioas Men. 

Tratislated from Ibe Greek, with Notes, Ccitical and liistorical. and a 
Life of Plutarch, by John and William Langhorns, New Edl- 

Crown 8«o, cloth extra, yj. bd. 

Primitive Manners and Customs. 

I By Jambs A. Farrer. ___^ 

I Small Bvo. cloth exita, with lUustraUons, 31. ta. 

* Prince of Argolis, The: 

A story of the Old Greek Fairy Time. By J, MOTR SMITH. With 
130 Iliustraiions by the Author. 

Proctor's (R. A.) Works; 

£aa; Star Lassona for Yoime I.earaers. With Star Maps tot 

Evory Night in ili= Year, DiawtDgi of the Coaitdliiion!, fie. BfRicHAiiD 

A. Proctiir. CrovD Sid. ctolh »Lm, ^. [In tnfanlvM, 

Uytha and Harvala of Ajrtronorar. By Rich. A. Pkuctor, 

Aulhoiof "OlberWorlilitbaiiOtm."atc Crown 8to, ilolh enra.6(, 
Elekiaat WkjilnSolsnoe. By R. A. pRocTr» Cr.Sv,),cl.eii,6r 
Bongh Ways made Smooth : A Series of Familiar Essajrs obi 

SnieDiiAi: SubJECU. By R. A. Phoctoii. Crown Bvo. clotli extra, ei. 
Our FlBoe among IMjUUes : A Series of Essays contrasdne 

oui Little Abodg in SpicB and Tunit with the tDllniti» AnuDd u>. By 

UiCHABD A. Pbdctob. Crairn Bio, cloth eiua, 61. 
The BxpanBe of Heaven : A Series of ^says on Ihe Wonders 

Ol (he FLrnumcnl. By RichaiI) A. PloCTOR. Crown B>o, clolh. «r. 

WageB and Wanti of Sdenoe Workers. By Kicuard A. 
PnocTOR Cro-Q Bto, ij. M. 
'•if'. Pnxttr. of 'II ■urritin ef mr Hw. inl tn/orml U Mtltkim 



4te.ti> divrtt il 9fmk^€VKris kmrskt cntjU ^vr Uck*^^^' 
•ra t/kaffimis and brieKtniuftr «U,"— ■«»6Tii™^t» 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 75. 6<^. 

Porsnivant of Arms, The ; 

or, Hemklry founded upon Facts. A Popular Guide to fhe Scfeooe of 
Heraldry. By J. R. Planchb, Somerset Herakt WItli Ooloiaed 
Frontispieoe, Plates, and aoo Illustrations. 

Crown 8yo. doth eztm, with Illustrations, 71. 6^ 

Babelais' Works. 

Faithfully Translated from the French, with YaricMiim Note^ aid 
numerous characteristic IllustraticMis by Gt7STAVK DORB. 

Crown Sto, cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, and a beautifully 
executed Chart of the various Spectra, 71. td, 

Rambosson's Astronomy. 

By J. Rambosson, Laureate of the Institute of France. T^nmslated 
by C. B. Pitman. Profusely Illustrated. 

Second Edition, Revised, Crown 8vo, x,90o pages, half-roxburghe, xai. 6tf. 

Reader's Handbook (The) of AllusionSi Be- 

fereoces, Plots, and Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer. 
" Dr, Bmver has produced a wonderfully com^htnavtdictimuuyefrtftrinut 
t0 matUrt which or* aiways cro^/ing^ up m eo n vers a t ioH and in everyde^ Hf*t ^'^ 
writers generally wiU have reason to feel grateful to the author for a moot handy 
volume t suyplepuenting in a hundred ways their own knvmlodge or ignoretmet, at 
the case ma> be. . . . It is something more than a mere cRctionary of quota* 
tionSt though a most us^l companion to any work of that kind, beingadsctianarff 
of most of the allusions, refrrences, plots t stories, and charactere which occur tn 
the classical poems, plays, novels, romances, &*c,, not only iff our own country, but 
of most nations, ancient and modern^* — Times. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 61. 

Richardson's (Dr.) A Mmistry of Health, 

and other Papers. By Benjamin Ward Richardson, M. D., ftg 
Square 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, profusely Illustrated, lOf . &/. 

Runmer's Our Old Country Towns. 

With over 50 Illustrations. By Alfred Rimmbr. 
Two Vols., large 410, profusely Illustrated, half-morocoo, J^% i6t, 

Rowlandson, the Caricaturist. 

A Selection from his Works, with Anecdotal Descriptions of his Famous 
Caricatures, and a Sketch of his Life, Times, and Contemporaries. 
With nearly 400 Illustrations, mostly in Facsimile of the Originals. By 
Joseph Grego, Author of "James Gillray, the Caricaturist ; his Life, 
Works, and Times." 

•• Mr. Grego* s excellent account of the works qf Tkomeu RowUndoon - 
illustrated " .• .. . , ,. . ... ^ 

designs* 

arf isre dn^ 

pemei^d, in iie'p^'opar^ioH of tki» vrj ^••ant, vwy car^tO^ omA. «d»vM\^ 
iitumaria/."^TALi, Mall Gaxktt*. 
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Handsomely primed, price ci. 

tU of Battle Abbey, The ; 

ot, A List of the Principal Warriors who came over from Nonnindj 
with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this Country, A,D. 1066^. 
Printed 00 fine plate paper, nearly three feet by two, with the prin- 
capal Arms eniblaioned \a Gold and Colours. 

Crown Bvo, cloth otra, profusety Illustrated, 41. 6if. each, 

" Secret Oat" Series, The. 

TUB Pyrotechnlit'B Treasury ; ■ Maglolan'a Own Book : 



Lsi^'.'i^'J/ 



Edncd hy W^H.^ini 
The Merry CIrole ; 



Very I 

ic^hiof 



», naiB, tioDancrH^icrE, &c All 
„uu, Acuial EipEricnce. EdiKd br 
W. H, Chhmkr. «b IllUBtraiioni. 
afaglo No Mystery : 
Tricks with Cstdi, Dice, Balls, At, 
with fiilij- dtscriptiye Directions ; tlB 
An oi Surei V^hdng ; TraiDing g[ 
Animals, &t Coloured 






Ic MiRic." Bji W. H. C»B 



Senior's Travel and Trout in the Antipodes. 

An Angler's Sketches in Tasmania and New Zealand. By WILLIAM 
SENroB ("RedSpinner"), Author of "Stream and Sea." 



Crown Hvo. dolli enlta, gilt, with 10 full-page Tint 

Sheridan's Complete Works, 



from the Original Editions, 



s. Spee. 



i. Puns. &c. : 



Ih a ColleclToi 



of Sheri 



Crown 8vo, cloth extrs, witb Illuslrations, yj. fxt. 

Signboards : 

Thair History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and Remarkable 

Cbnraciers. By jAcon Lakwood and John Camoen Hottsn. 

With nearly 100 Illustrations. 

" £h« If V14 iwK nitr 10 malki-msly inctmii, rvi cnldnottick buI all Minn. 

tfArweod ami ilotltn's ptufrii, tecavse tht gMd tkingj art is fiumtrfUl attadtfy 

tht mswl i^luUiaU d./.nda.tio^" -TlVi.3S. 

Crown Bvo, cloOi enlra, eill, 61. &/. 

Slang Dictionary, The: 

• Elfmolojiioal, Historical, and Anecdotal An Entirely New 

Edition, revised throughout, and const diiiably Enlarged. 
\Wt trt glad lata UttSlatu: DicHtnarfrtfrmtdimdtnlaTgtd. ^Vumi high 
Mi/it t^t^'/mwtlaiiaAU net If btdtipiiii. OJ cimnt i' —- •- - 

-'- -■-- '■■ - 'tttJu tury vecaiHiti' i if unralraini 

'na wsrdtilfirtvidtsvalitailf mattt 

•t ■II' iiitilii'^r ami/lu tladiHl ef huHian nstHrc."— ^c;M>«.\ 




%^^J 



28 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Shakespeare : 

Shakespeure, The Fint Folio. Mr. William Shakxspxa&i's 

CoMcdiei, Histories, sad TngedMS. Published accordinK to the tnie 
Originall Copies. London, Printed by Isaac Iaggard and Ed. Bloumt, 
1613. — A Reproductioo of the extremely rare original, in reduced facsimile 
by a photoeruhic prowii cnniring the strictest accuracy in emery detafl. 
^sall Sto, halARoxDuxghe, ju 6tU 

" TV Mturt, ChmtU atid IViitdm hglon£t iMg merit 0/ having dmu awnf 
Uhieil»tmi0 tkt triUcml thufy ^ tkt t»xt •fmtrgruU drumuUiMi Aon uU Ot 
Simkiiftmn eltibt and s^deiigs put U^ikir, A cen^UU/ncmniit tf Hki 
ctitirmUd Ftrtt FtiU tdiHtn 9f wa\f»r ha^^^^-gmtua it at onct a trnmcU §f 
cksmpntn mnd enUrpriu, Being in a ruatudybrm, tAe tyP§ is mcsismna 
rmdur d iminuti on, out it is ms distinct ms in ngenmns ce^ of tks 9riginmi% 
atid willhs/smnd tshsms ntf/id astdfar mare handy tc tke stndsni than the 
latter. "— Athbnjbum. 

Shakespeure, The LanBdowne. Beautifully printed in red 

and black, in small but very clear ^rpe. With engraved facsimile of 
Dsobshout's Portrait. Post 8vo, dotn extra, js, 6d, 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales from Shakespeare. By 

Charles and Maky Lamb. With numerous Illustrations, coloured aaid 
plain, by J. Moyr Smith. Crown 4to, doth gilt, ios,6d, 

Shakespeare Mosio, The Handbook of. Being an Account of 

350 Pieces of Music, set to Words taken from the Plays and Poems of 
bhakespeare, the compositions ranging from the Elizabethan Age to the 
Present Time. By Alfred Roppe. 4to, halMloxburghe, 71. 

Shakespeare, A Study of. By Algernon Charles Swi^* 

BURKE. Crown 8vo, doth extra, Ss, 



Exquisitely printed in miniature, cloth extra, gilt edges, as. 6d» 

Smoker's Tezt-Book, The. 

By J. Hamer, F.R.S.L. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, 5J. 

Spalding's Elizabethan Demonology : 

An Essay in Illustration of the Bdief in the Existence of Devils, and 
the Powers possessed by them. By T. Alfred Spalding, LL.B. 

Crown 4to, uniform with " Chaucer for Children," with Coloured 
Illustrations, cloth gilt, loj. 6d. 

Spenser for Children. 

By M. H. TowRT. With Illustrations in Colours by Walter }. 

Morgan. 
** Spenser has simply Been tra$u/erred into plain prese, with here and there a 
Une or stansa quoted^ where the meaning and the dictum are within a child's 
cemprehensioH, ami additional Point is thus given to the narrative without the 
cost of obscurity, , , , A Itogether the worh has bun well and carefttUy done^ 
—The Times. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gs, 

Stedman's Victorian Poets: 

Critical Essays. By Edmund Clarence Stedman. 

" JFe ought to be thankful to those who do critical worh with competent shiS 
emd wuUrstanding, Mr. Stedman deitrvtt iht ikanka. 0/ Etic^icA scholan ; 



CHATTO Is' tVfNDUS. FTCCADILLY, 

Posl 8vo, clolh extra, 51. 

Stories about Number Nipj 

The Spirit of the Giant Mounlains. Keloid for Children,]]; WALTS 
GSAHAME, With lUuslralionaby J. MOVR SlltTH. 
Crmrn Svo, wilb a Map of Suburban London, clolh cxItb 

|aburban Homes (The) of London : 

A ResidemiBl Guide lo Favourile London Localities, their Society. 
Cdebriiics. and Associations. With Notes on their RenUl, Rales, 
aod House Accomiuodjilon. 






Swift's Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. With Memo 
Maps in the Original Edition of " 

Demy Bvo, cloth extra, Illuslraled, a. 

iSword, The Book of the : 

BdDg a History of the Sword, and its Use, in a 
Countries. By Captain Richard Burton, Will 



Stmtt'a Sports and Pastimes of the People 



spectacles. 



s Rural and Domestic Recreations, May 
aeries. Shows, Frocessioos, Pageants, and Pompous 
n the Earliest Period to the Present Time. With 140 
Ekiited by WlLLIAM HONB. 



Swinburne's Works : 

Xbe Queen Mother Etnd Roaa- 

mond. Fcap. Bvo, 5<. 

Atslanta in Calydon. 

A M<v Ediiian. Cruws Gvo. 61. 
OtaoBtelitnl. 

A Tragedy. Cnivm 8vq. 7<. 
Fooina and Balladi, 

PluT Skbiks. Fcsp, Bvo, 91. Also 



Hotel on "Poema and Bal- 



I beforo BunrlBe, 



Bothwell : 
George Chapman : 

An E9s»y. Crown Bvo, 11. 

SongB of Two Nations. 
BasayB and Stndlas. 

Ciown Svo, lU. 

Ereobtbeua : 

Note of an E^gZish Republtoaa 



A Study of ShakeBpeare, 
Songg of Uke Sprlagttdi 



I 



Studies In Song. 




30 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 

Medium Svo, doth extra, with Illustrations, js, 6d, 

Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours, 

in Search of the Picturesque, in Search of Consoladon, and in Seard 
of a Wife. With the whole of Rowlandson's droll page lUastn 
tions, in Colours, aiid Life of the Author b y J, C. Hotten. 

Crown Svo, doth gUt, profusdy Illustrated, 6s, 

Tales of Old Thule. 

Collected and Illustrated by J. MOYR SinTH. 

Four Vols, small Svo, doth boards, 301;. 

Taine's History of English Literature. 

Translated by Henry Van Laun. 
*,* Also a Popular Edition, in Two Vols, crown Svo, cloth extra, igf. 

One Vol crown Svo, cloth extra, js. 6d, 

Taylor's (Tom) Historical Dramas: 

•• Qancarty," "Jeanne Dare," " 'Twixt Axe and Crown," "TheFod 
Revenge," " Arkwright's Wife," " Anne Boleyn," " Plot and Passion. 
*«* The Plays may also be had separately, at Is. each. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Coloured Frontispiece and numerous 

Illustrations, 7s, 6d, 

Thackerayana : 

Notes and Anecdotes. Illustrated by a profusion of Sketches I 
William Makepeace Thackeray, depicting Humorous Indden 
in his School-life, and Favourite Characters in the books of his ever 
day reading. With Hundreds of Wood Engravings, facsimiled firo 
Mr. Thackeray's Original Drawings. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d, 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle of Indolence 

With a Biographical and Critical Introduction by Allan Cunnin( 
HAM, and o ver 50 fine Illustration s on Steel a nd Wood. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 75. 6d, 

Thombnry's (Walter) Haunted London. 

A New Edition, {Edited by Edward Walford, M.A., with numero 
Illustrations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. 
** Mr. Thombury knew and loved his London, .^ . , He had read muck k 
tory, and every by-lane and every court had associations for hint. His memo 
and his noteb^rks ivere stored with anecdote^ and, as he had singular skill in i 
tna^trr of nn^^ration, it will he readily believed that vhefi he took to rvritingai 
hook about the places he knew and cared for ^ the said book would be charmin 
Charming the volume before us certainly is. It may be begun in the beginning^ . 
middle, or end^ it is all one : wherever one lights^ there is some pleasant and curio 
bit of gossip^ some amusing fragment of allusion or quotation.** — Vanity Faik 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, js. 6d, 

Timbs' Clubs and Club Life in London. 

With Anecdotes of its famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and Taven 
By John Timbs, F.S.A.. "WiOci WMmetowa \tta&tra.tions. 



^^^ Crown 8vo, dolh exlra, with lUustraticHU, ji. 6d. 

rimbs' Euglisli Eccentrics and Eccentrici- 
ties: Stories of Wcalih and Fasliioii, Delu&ioos, Imposlune, and 
Fanatic Missions, Siraoge Sigbis and Sporting Scenes, EccenDie 

Arusts, Theatrical Folks, Men of Letters, Ac By JOMM Tl 

F.S.A. Wilb nearly 50 mustraliona. 



Crown 8vD, clotb extra, wiih Coloured Ulustradoas, ft. 6i. 

Dnmer's (J. M. W.) Life and Correspondence: 

Founded upon Leilers and Pa|)(-rs furnished by his Friends and [ellow- 
Academi clans. By Waltek Thoknuury. A New Edition, cm- 
siderahly Enlarged. With nunteioufi lllnslradonsin Coloiui, bdimiled 
from Turner's ongiaal Drawingii, 



CHATTO &• WINDUS, FICCADILLY. 



Demy 8vo, cloth eitra, 141. 

!orreus' The Marqness Wellesley, 

ArcJiitoct of Empire. An Hisioric Portrail. Forming Val. I. 0/ 
CoNSDL and Tribune: Weli^eslev and OComnbll: HlUoile 
Poniaiu. By W, M. Torrens. M.P. In Two Vols. 






Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, widi Map and Ground- Plans, 141. 

''alcott's Church Work and Life in English 

•" - - J -' ■>- -"-•- •'- J — - Monasticon, By the Ra*. 
Tbe Twcnly-first Annual Edilion, for 1B81, doth, full gilt, 501. 

Walford's County Families of the United 

Kingdom. A Royal Manual of the Tilled and Untitled Aristocracy of 
Great BriUUDand Ireland. By BqwardWalford, M,A., laleScbolai 
of Balliol Catlege. Oxford. Containing Notices of the Descent, Birth, 
Marriage. Education, &c., of more than ia.ooo distinguished Head! of 
Families in the United Kingdom, their Heirs Apparent or Presump- 
tive, together with a Record of the Patronage bi their disposal, tbe 
Offices which they hold or have held, their Town Addresses, Country 
Residences. Cluts, &c. 

Large crown Svo, cloth antique, with Illustrations, yi, 6d. 

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler; 

ot. The Contemplative Man's Recreation : being a Discourse of Rivers, 
riahponds. Fish and Fishing, writiea by IZAAK Walton ; and la- 
Itruciions how to Angle fot a Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by 
ChahL1!S Cotton, With Original Memoirs and Notes by Sir HA«aii 
Nicolas, and 61 Copperplate lUuslralions. 

Carefully printed 00 paper to imilaie the Original, aa ia. by n in 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. 

Ao etaci Facdmile of this iiDponaut. T^ociuneo.V.'i^Ai'CiA'^ 
Sigaalant of the Regicides, and coiT«s^Qtuiini%ta^. 



3J BOOKS PUBUSHED BY CHATTO 6- WIND US. 
Beautifully printed on paper to imitate the Original MS., price 2s. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of Scots. 

An exact Facsimile, including the Signature of Queen Elizabeth, and a 
Facsimile of the Great Seal. 

Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with numerous Illustrations, 4^. 6d. 

Westropp's Handbook of Pottery and Force* 

lain ; or. History of those Arts from the Earliest Period. By Hoddeb 
M. Westr'opp, Author of *• Handbook of Archaeology," &c. With 
numerous beautiful Illustrations, and a List of Marks. 

Seventh Edition. Square 8vo, u. 

Whistler v. Rnskin : Art and Art Critics. 

By J. A. Macneill Whistler. 

Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, 2^. 6d. 

Williams' A Simple Treatise on Heat. 

By W. Mattieu Williams, F.R.A.S., F.C.S. 

" This is an unpretending little work, ^ut forth for the purpose of expounding 
in simple style the phenomena and laws of heat. No strength is vainly spent in 
endeavouring to present a mathematical view of the subject. The author passei 
over the ordinary range of matter to be fouTid in most elementary treatises on 
heat, and enlarges upon the applications of the principles of his scietice — a subject 
which is naturally attractive to the uninitiated. Mr. Williams^ s object has been 
•well chrried out, and his little book may be recommended to those who care to study 
this interesting branch of physics.*' — Popular Sciencb Review. 

A HANDSOME GIFT-BOOK.- Small 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Wooing (The) of the Water-Witch : 

A Northern Oddity. By Evan Daldorne. With One Hundred and 
Twenty-five fine Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 

Crown 8vo, half-bound, 12s. 6d. 

Words and Phrases : 

A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Oat-of-lhe-Way Matters. By 
Eliezer Edwards. [/» the press. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 71. 6</. 

Wright's Caricature History of the Georges. 

(The House of Hanover.) With 400 Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, 
Broadsides, Window Pictures, &c. By Thomas Wright, M.A., F.S.A. 



Large post 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, ^5. 6d, 

Wright's History of Caricature and of the 

Grotesque in Art, Literature, Sculpture, and Painting, from the 
Earliest Times to the Present Day. By Thomas Wright, M.A., 
F,S,A. Profusely lUustiatedbY ¥, 'W . ¥ kx^viouT, F.S.A. 

J. OGDBN and CO., PKWTTOS, T1», ST. ^w:» Vt%K«^^.^. 



